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THE · 


Epiſtle D 


edicatory. 


. 


To all my Fellow -Soldiers that have 
ſerved Her Majeſty Abroad. 


Gentlemen, 


OU that have been harraſs'd, and fa- 

I tigued Abroad, and have been the 

Nation's Bullwark, and in Battle have 
terrify'd and vanquifh'd all that durſt Oppoſe 

you, and are at laſt become Happy in enjoy- 

ing a Peace; long may 1t flouriſh, and may 

each of you have the ſame Eſteem in Peace 


as in War, and all the Reſpe& due to your 
Characters. 


I acknowledge, I bear an Eternal Venera- 
tion for all that kave ſerved their Queen and 
Country, which is the only reaſon that in» 
duced me to beg your Favour and Protection 
for theſe my poor and unworthy 'Labours, 
which I here offer as a ſmall Tribute, = : 
being the Firſt F 1. and hunde Growt . 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


of my Little Garden, and lay them at your 
Feet, believing it will be pay'd with the ut- 
moſt Gratitude of you; if you Smile on em, 
and ſkreen them under your Protection, your 
Swords will be ſufficient to defend them 
againſt all thoſe that are Enemies to Mirth 
and good Humour, and I, as in Conſcience 
bound, ſhall always own my ſelf highly Obli- 
ved to you jor the ſame, and acknowledge 
my elf EE 


Gentlemen, 
Your moſt Humble Servant, 


And Fellow-Soldier, 


Thomas Rands. 
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THE 


PREFACE. 


acceptable this Piece of Work may be to 

the World, I can no more tell than Doctor 

- Trotter's Godmother can gueſs at the Num- 

ber of Cuckolds within the Bills of Mor- 

tality : Nevertheleſs, I am as willing to be ſeen in Print © 
as ever was the Author of Tom Thumb in Folio, yet I 
dare be bold to ſay, if the greateſt Fudge of Poetry, 

throughout the vaſt Empire of Morocco, was to Read 

it, Ido verily believe be could hardly give bis Judgment 

of my fancy, becauſe why, it was Wrote in a Country where 

People drink Wine if they have but D* argent pour 

Payer; for I can aſſure you, that the Inhabitants of that 

Country, I mean Flanders, fancy Money with as much 

— oh as a Girl of Thirteen does Chalk or Tobacco- 

—_ 


s. I dont Queſtion but the Reader will find ten thouſand 
Faults in it, and if he does I have as many Excuſes , 
For every Scbool- Boy can tell you, that Poeta naſcitur 
non fit; and I my ſelf can affirm, that when I haue 
—. | thought Tue been poſſeſs*d of a noble flight of Fancy, then. 
' | zmmediately the Corporal bas difturb*d me with, Mount 
Grand- Guard, c. Often times, when I haue been Gra- 
y my Horſe, and wanting other Diverſion, ] haue lug d 
out my Pen and began to Scribble, but all of a ſudden, 
bearing a Rumour of a Partizan, or French Huſſars, all 
wy Poetical Notions were immediately baniſhed out of the 


It 
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patious Heads of Ovid, Homer, or Virgil never ſuf- 
Fered lite mine; nay, even Jeffery cer, fl I 
 Fownd it to be impoſſible for me to keep to any particular 


The Preface. 


Kingdom of my Whimfical Noddle, and I have thought off ien 
nothing. more than ſecuring my Horſe from the Enemy Fuat 
and my Body from the Dominions of Capt. Fury, AF de 
other times, Water has been more plentiful in Camp thc 
either Wine or Brandy, and at ſuch times I have hat 


no more fancy to Poetry than a Sober Man has to go toe! 
Bed to his Intoxicated Wife, 1 


Dal 

Once, I remember, I bad a thought of Writing ſome. 
thing in the Praiſe of Alexander the Great, pu? pcs 1 
the Battle of Oudenard frighted me. Certainly the Ca-P b 


I 


a 


Subject 71. wileſs it were 7 Sonnets in the E 
Praiſe of Bacchus, and that ſo con uſed too, as if If” 
had been in Love with my Landlady s Daughter. What 
with the roaring of Cannons, and yet a more greater F- 
Noiſe of Sattlers buzing my Debts in my Ears, I found lr. 
4 great deal of Tronble to Write what I have; ſuch as it 
is the Reader is welcome to, 


F this be acceptable to the World, it's ten to one but I 
JI may bave as good an Appetite to write again, as a 
Widow has to alter ber Condition. Who knows what good 
Luck I may mect withall : I am not over Covetons, I de- 
fre to gain no more than the Approbation of the Reader, 
_ will _ me to _ 4 Flouriſh ſo ur) np ag 
treet, with a Hog in my Pocket to pay Beveridge for a 
New Second-Hnd Suit, a Long-Wig and a Tb, and 
then I may paſs for a Vinegar-Yard Beau, or at leaf 
for @ Thorough-pac'd Poet. e 


Since there is no more work for Red · Coats Abroad, I 
have thought fit to metamorphiſe my Sword into a Pen, 
wy Horſe and Accoutrements into Paper, and having 
Et all my Money in Flanders, I am now under @ cer. 
tai Obligation of expoſing this Miſcellany to 17 — 


The Preface. 


View, for fear, left thoſe who formerly have been my Ac 
75 nuazntance ſhould think, when they ſee me, that I am 
thvider a Vow of Poverty. 


2 J 

* he bra in this Book ſeveral Words f my own Coin- 
ng, and others which go under the Denomination of 
Bam : As for the former ſort, Preſidents may be rams 

ro. Nom ſeveral Authors ho have wrote upon ach fort of 

y(Pubjel, and the Senſe of the latter may be found out by 

A. hat is preceeding or ſubſequent. : 


I am aſhamed to dwell ſo long upon a Preface , let it 
* uffce, that I buoy my ſel i with Hopes t at the Res. 
Be Her will be ſatisfy*d with ſome part of this Work, it be- 


FN a Miſcellany. The reaſon I have placed an Argu- 


at [ment to [ome parts of it, is, becauſe it was wrote in a Fo- 


ox reign Country, and upon ſuch Subjects as requires i, fo 


render them more intelligible to ſuch as have not 
it | Abroad. 


Courteous Reader, 
4 If there is any thing in this Work that pleaſes you, 


og Itben the Stationer and Printer will be pleas'd, which will 


vighly pleaſe 


le- 


LTour Humble Servant, 


Sens 7. 


the Reader will be plear d to take Notice, that 


Thomas Rands. 


THE 


LE 


TIES. 4 A . 


1 


— 


— 


The AUTHOR's Excuſe 
tO the READER. 


Erhaps you'll ſay the Times are dull, 
. When Rhimes do flow from Trooper's Scull; 
Or ſome young Flaſh may think that he 
Had nix to ſpend in Company: | 
Others may ſay this Trooper Writ, 
Becauſe he won*d be term*d a Wit: 
Others will more gently ſay, 


He Writ to paſs dull Time away, 


I never do obſerve the Times, 
If they be dull, theyfre like my Rhimes ; 
Perhaps they Il Mend, but untill then 
My beſt of Friends will be my Pen, 
IL term*'d a Wit, that cannot bez 
If you have ſome, there's leſs in tne, 


It's true, I've Writ, but by and by 
I'll let you know the Reaſon why ; 
Where Guns and Swords did People fright, 
At Mall Hacchy, in bloody Fight, 
I faw a Man, with Whiſkers large, 
Who Spur'd tow*rds me i*th* ſecond Charge, 
Preſenting Piſtol at my Boot, | 
Which bord a Concave in my Foot: 
I canꝭt divine that Heroes Name, 
But this I know, he made me Lame, 
Which Metamorphiz*d me at once, 
From drinking Wine, to be a Dunce ; 
So that I was oblig d in Rhime 
To Write, and paſs away my Tune. 
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; THE 
TROOPER. 
TURN'D 


The POE T's Voyage to Amſterdam. 


Eing weary of Eating good Beef and Plumb 
[ Pudding, 


And Fancy grown dull with over much 
LStudying, 
I reſolv'd on a Voyage to quicken my Fancy, 
And leave the bleſs d Iſland that's Govern'd by Nancy, 
In order to which, I arriv'd at Harwich, 


| By the help of a Coach, the beſt of Land- Carriage; 


And, becauſe I was Poor, the Coach-Man was willing 
To carry both me and my Trunk for a Shilling, 
My Trunk was not, large and if you muſt know it, 
Nor Crowded with Gold, *caufe I was a Poet; 


But fil'd with Old Linnen, and Breeches of Leather, 


With a great many Songs I had ſcrap'd up together: 
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The Button-Holes ſmall, Loops Sew'd on betwixt, 


Where Imade my ſelf known to a Man of ſome Figure, 


(2) 
Some Stockings I had, but thoſe very tatter'd ; 
An Old Pair of Shoes exceedingly ſhatter'd : 
Now this was the Cargo my Trunk did contain : 
But now let me tell you what cover'd my Brain; 
It was an Old Hat, and much out of Faſhion, 
But appear'd ſomewhat New by the help of Tranſ. 
lation: 

Had you ſeen but my Wig, you'd have thought me a 

[ Monſter, | 
But how I came by it I'm ſure you can't Conſtrue z | 


I'm aſham d to reveal; but yet you ſhall know it, 


Miſs Catch's good Father on me did beſtow-it z | 
And I, in return, did make him ſome Rhimes 
In Praiſe of his Office, to Banter the Times: 
But now let me ſpeak of my Coat and its Faſhion, J. 
Which unto the Romans might bear ſome Relation; 
For, to tell you the Truth, I am. apt to believe, | 
By the Length of the Skirts, and Mode of the Sleeve, 


It was Made in the Reign of King Harry the Sixth; 
My Brecches were Old, and very much worn, 
The Lining and Seams both ragged and torn, 
The Pockets were made of Old Rotten Leather, 
'That.I never could keep any Money together; 
For ſo long as I Wore em, as I am a Sinner, 

I ſeldom had any to Purchaſe 4 Dinner. g 


As at Harwich, I made my Abode 
At a ſpacious fine Tavern that fronted the Road; 


With 2 Wig leſs than mine, but a Belly much bigger z 


— 


* . 

I told who I was, and what I did follow, - 

And that I was one of the Sons of Apollo - 

Of Ovid and Virgi, I made an Oration; Y 

Of Dryden and Cowley, an ample Narration, | 

And other great Wits that were born in our Nation, ] 

Till Angry he grew, then ſwell d up his Belly, 
And broke forth his Speech with, My Friend, let me 
L | tell ye, 
Ine'er was acquainted with any ſuch Fellows | 
But thoſe whom I know are the Gods of the Billows : 
Then ſwelling again, and his Arms ſet on Kimbow, | 
I hat thinks thee (quoth he) of Ruſſel and Bembow, '\ 
Shovel and Leake, bold Men, and brave Sailors? } 

4 


Thou telleſt me of none but of Poets and Taylors, 
Hunted by Bums, and afraid of the Goalers, 


Noble Captain, (ſaid I) I beg your Excuſe, 
„ II ſpeak of the Poets to quicken my Muſe, | 
Becauſe I intending ſome Rhimes to repeat 
„ Nn the Praiſe of thoſe Heroes commanding the Fleet: 
Ruſſel and Bembow I own to be Braves, 
And Shovel, like Neptune, bred Up on the Waves 
Be it ſpoke to the Praiſe of bold Captain Jumper, 
When he met a French Ship he bravely wou'd thump- 
[her; 
Nor ever duſt Lewis, or Duke of Burgund), 
Eer look in the Face of brave Sir John Mundy; 
Deny and Durſley are Lords of great Merrit, 
And Ae reads an Heroick Spirit: 


e, 5 


2 


And you, Noble Captain, are a mighty great Heroe, 
Reſiſting the Dictates of Fortecarero, [ 
To lower the Pride of L——s like Nero, 

The Captain reply'd, 

Jam a brave Fellow, and firmly have flood 

For the Queen, and the Crown, and the Country's Good : 
I am of the Blood of the bold Boanerges, 

And fear not the F—h when I meet them on Surges. 
And, good Maſter Poet, as ſure as T fland here, 

I bear a great Sway, and a noble Command bers: 

A Captain I am of a fturdy brave Veſſel 

Of Sixty Braſs Guns, and I'm bound for the Teſſel: 
And if you are pleas'd for to leave your own Nation, 


| 
Moſt Proud T ſhall be of your ſweet Converſation : 


In ſhort I conſented to his Invitation. 
| 


But before I proceed to my Voyage, Il] tell-ye 
Of ſomething we had for to keep up the Belly ; 
Imprimis for Eating, a large Salmon's Jole, 

A great Piece of Brawn, made up in a Roll, 
As White as your Bum, and as Sweet as your Hole : 
The next Diſh we had, was a great Piece of Sturgeon, f 
Preſented the Captain by Gliſter-Pipe Surgeon : 
It ſmelt like the Clouts that a ſtinking Child's 
[wrap'd in 
But fwadPd in Whith as tough as the Captain. 
To ſharpen our Stomachs, Cucombers and Mango, 
Olives and Capers, brought hither from Gambo, 
As dry as my ſelf, and as flat as my Cranbo, 


| Wher 


435 
5 When our Gums were well greas'd, and Appetites 
 [paul'd, 
Then in came my Landlord, before he was call'd, 
Scringing, and Scraping, and making dumb Signs, 
buz'd him i'th* Ears to ſpeak of his Wines: 
* But I have reaſon to think he was breed a meer 
| [ Bumpking, 
Cauſe he could not tell what I meant by my 
| { Mumping; 
or on the contrary he ſpoke of his Ales, 
Pne ſort from Burton, another from Wales , 
His Effeminate Liquor as China and Pharoah , 
is Bottle and Pint, and his non Compararo 
is Nottingham, Lincoln, his Tamworth, and a, © 


; 


7e 


\ Pox light upon him; he knew by my Garb, 
That I was a Poor Poet, yet a winify'd Bard. 


e valu'd not Ale, or the Root of all Evil : 
Neptune, (quoth he) let it run to the Devil, | 
e: For, Landlord, ſaid he, I mean to be Happy; | 
geon, Let Goſſips be Tippling your China and Nappy : 8 
Come bald us a Bowl that will make us all Lappy. 
ld“ For I know very well a Poetical Soul 

d in an Verfifie beſ at the Sight of a Bowl, 
For a Lemmon's a Fruit that will ſharpen bis Muſe ; 
ind when it 7s Cold, then Brandy bell uſe + 
Ven Satyr is crept too deep in his Brains, 

he Sugar will ſweeten Poetical Strains : 
„Le Praiſe of the Nutmeg I need not rebearſe, '+_ 
WU. Toaſt vil take off the Sen f his Verſe 


The Captain, I muſt confeſs, was more Civil, 8 


5 


r 


Of ſomething relating unto Navigation : | 
For up came the Boatſwain, with Countenance ſte 


93 
So, Landlord, be quick, we'll ſoon make a Tryal; 

Come, bring us in White. Wine, we'll make it Punc 
[ royal 


No ſooner the Bow] was bronght to the Table, 
And Landlord had joyn'd his Hand to the Ladle 
But all on a ſudden we heard a great Noiſe, 

A Hooping and Hollowing, with, Come Aboard Boy: 
A Hurly, a Burly, a damnable Rout: 

A Pox of ill-Luck, the Wind came about: 

The Captain muſt go ; a cruel Diſaſter, | 
To leave ſuch a Bowl to the Drawer and Maſter : 
I thought to've been Merry, but it was revers'd, 

I hurry'd Aboard when my Soul was a thirſt ; 


3 


Let the Drawer and Maſter, who Drank it, be 


[ Curs'd: 


Now, being on Board, I made Obſervation 


| 


With a great Pair / hiſters, and Mouth like a Chur 
He lug d out his / hiſtle, and up came the Sailers, 


And all Hands aloft as nimble as Taylors: 


There was Toe le- ho, and, Boys heave away, 
Whilſt another was tearing his Throat with, Bela) 


Then Haul Cat, Haul: A damnable Yawling ; 
The Boatſwain a Swearing, the Maſter a Bawling, 


Helm a- lee, ye Landlubbard Loobies; 


Let go the Fore-Bowlings, ye Freſh-IWater Boobzes ;, f 


Haul Aft the \Main-Sheet, ye Lump of a. Deg, 
Whilſt another was Singing a Tune to the * 


oyal 


dle, 


CTY 

Such Language was us'd by the Tarpauling Rabble, 

Sure never was ſuch a Confuſion at Bable : 

The Mafter cry'd out, Thus, thus, Stedy, Stedy : 

A Pox take his Thus, it made my Head Giddy : 

The Ship fell to Rowling, I ran to the Gannel 

Had you ſeen but my Throat you'd have thought of 
[a Fumel; 

For at the firſt Belſh TY. came all the Liquor, 

The ſecond brought up a Subſtance much thicker, 

And then my poor Stomach began to be eaſie, 

Till up came a Son-of-a-Whore that was Greaſie; 

They call'd him Cook Lawrel, I thought him a Satyr, 

And ever ſince that I have been a Cook Hater; 

For by the Sequel you Il find him Uncivil, 

He a Cook Lawrel, a Cook for the Devil: 

For Phiſck he brought me a Piece of Fat Pork, 

Loathſome it look'd at the Point of his Fork. 


Maſter Poet, ſaid he, you may find by my Skill, 


That I am a Do&or, come ſwallow this Fill, 

F not by fair Means, by Jove TI will ram ye, 

And like a Lean Capon, or Turkey, I'll Cram ye. 

Well, then my Stomach began to diſcharge 

Enough one would think to've Loaded a Barge: 

Whilft the Sailors were Laughing, and ſpeaking of 
{ Oakum, 

I empty'd my Paunch, the Devil may Choak-'em. 

May the Greaſie Old Rogue, the Stump-Footed Cook, 

And his Mate, like a Mackril, be hung to a Hook, 

And thrown Over-Board as a Bait to a Shark, 8 | 


And may all the Sailors be Pox'd in the Dark - | 


By the Rotteneſt Fhores that walks in the Park. 
B 4 + But 
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But what ever r elſe did paſs in the Ship, 
For brevity ſake, I mean to let ſlip: 
Let it be what it will, I came to the Shore, 
And the firſt that I ſaw TI believe was a Whore, 
By her Air, by her Mein, by her Jackating Dreſs, 
And her Talk of Mynbeer and mn Dinareſs, 
A thonſand dumb Signs ſhe as perfectly made, 
As if ſhe had ſerved her Time to the Trade : 
And then I went to her with, how do you do? 
And, Madam your Servant; I ſmuggled her too: 
She obſerving my Motion, and like to a Spaniel, 
She follow'd me cloſe to the Sign of the Camel: 
ET thought I had loſt her, becauſe ſhe was miſſing, 
I turn'd back to fee, and the Jade was a Piſſing: 
This paul'd my keen Fancy, my Stomach grew weak, 
To ſee ſuch a Flood for to ſpring from her Leak; 
I thought it would coſt a wonderful deal 
To furniſh Tuwrow with her Skin full of Ale; 
So Madam, ſaid I, I uſt bid you adieu, 
For now I think ont I have Buſineſs to do. 


The next I obſerv'd, was a cluſter of Jews, 


Some talking of Money, and ſome of the News ; 


But as I drew near em they pull'd off their Hats, 


And ſpoke of heir Skillivgs, their Guilders and Pats - 


Some aſk'd me if I had got Money to change; 
A filthy Expreſſion, it ſtunk of the Mange : 

I told em I had, they follow d my Feet 
Throughout the City, from Street unto Street ; 
At length I did enter an 4le-Houſe to get 
Bomewhat to Drink, and ſomething to kat; 


c, 


g Then leaving my Hoſteſs I trug'd it about, ef 
From Pillar to Poſt, till at length it fell out * | 


CET 
A Morſe! of Bread, and a Pint of good Wine 
To warm and keep up this Carcaſs of mine: 
This chearing my Spirits, my Soul ſwam in Vino, 
Then calling the Froe, I lug d out my Ryno, 
A Six-penny Piece, ſtampt Villiam and Mary, 
And bended by Dick and Doll of the Dairy, 
With to my Love, from my Love, turn to me Honey; 
Sure Love has ſome Secret in bending of Money. 
Tho Fews all this while, as if my Inferiors, 
Stood like unto Laquies behind my Poſteriors: 
But ſeeing me pack up my Alls to be gone, 
They aſk'd me again, pour change d'argent 2 
God bleſs you, quoth I, I am ſorry to find 
The Jews above all other People ſo blind: 
To my certain Knowledge you plainly might ſee 
What I gave the Woman, and what ſhe gave me; 
The poor remains of my Enghſb Coin 
I chang'd with the Frow for her Bread and her Wine, 
So good Mynheer Jews I beg ye be joging, 
'Unleſs you intend to ſuffer a Flogging: 
Remember the Temple, ye ſtinking Old Dogs, 
Whence ſome of your . were drove out with 
logs: 

I ſpeaking ſo fierce it ſent em all Trudging; 
They found me a Shark, though they thought me 

| [a = roy : 
That's very well done, ſaid the Froe, I proteſt, 
And ſhe gave me a Pint for the ſake of the Jet. 


(10) 
That my Feet were grown weary by too much 
[trampooſing, 
[ went to a Houſe where the Dutch were a Booſing: 
There was Hendrik and Hans, two Jolly Young 
" _ [Sailors, 
Sneider and Stoofle, two Finiking Taylors; 
Clans Clomp the Scoon-Lepper, and Robin the Boor, 
And a Gunner call'd Fous, with a great many more. C 
T believe in my Heart there was near half a Score. 
The Liquor they drank for to make their Hearts 
[merry, 
Was the true Diſtilation of the Juniper- Berry - | 
There was Hendrik, a vous, and here a vous Claus, 
Tk bedanck you, Seer Hendrik, top noch eans Baus. 
Thus Merry they were, till at length there came in 
A Jolly young Laſs, with a brave double Chin: 
Hendrik he ſeiz'd her, and call'd hex his Miſta; 
Says Claus, dats niet Var, bet is myn a Liſta, 
Then Robin attack'd, he lug'd and he tug'd her, 
She puſh'd him away, and the Gmmer then hug d 
[ her, 
But ſhe was forc'd from him by Sneider and Stoofle; 
I never did ſee ſuch a wonderful ſcufle: 
Then Words growing high, ſays Hendrik to Claus, 
Gby Skellum, ghy Hondſfoot, lick myn a Manſe - 
Then out came their Knives in Anger and Paſſion, 
To Snigaſnee all according to the Fafhion ; 
But Robin he gave an unmerciful ftroke 
On the = of the Gumer, whoſe Powder: Horn 
[ broke, 


And 


v7 Qu 


\. To tell you the Truth, I cannot divine: 


(n) 


And down fell the Power and Horn to the Groufid, 


The Maid ſeeing that, ſhe fell in a Swound ; 

Her Lovly-P:t drop'd, and the Powder took Fire, 
Which blew up the Gunner and all that was nigh her; 
The Can and the Glaſs were broken to ſhiver, 

And Robin, the Boor, was blown into the River; 
Claus Clomp was fore bruis'd, which he got by a fall, 
When he fell from the Air upon his own Stall; 

As for the Maid, her Venter was ſinged 

As bald as my Hand, tho' preſtinely fring'd; 

My Landlord, poor Man, I pitty'd his Caſe, 

Was blown up the Chimney, and batter d his Face; 
And I, a Spectator to this mighty Quarrel, 

Was thrown down the Cellar, and into a Barrel; 
Where lay conceal'd as fafe as a Mouſe, 

Not minding the Noiſe that had been in the Houſe, 
But, Dzogines like, I Liv'd in my Tub, | 
Feaſting my ſelf with my Guts full of Bub; 
Drinking Healths to great Bacchus in Liquor divine, 


And twenty Go-downs to the Inſpiring Nine; 


To all the Old Poets, ſometimes by the by 
To Heroes of Old, like Hector of Troy. 


When the Strength of the Grape flew up in wy> 
[ Brain, | 


And my Bladder was full, and no more could „ 


[ contain» 
I piſs'd thro' the Bung-hole, then drinking again 
How long I remain d thus Swimming in Wine, 


Eight | 


(12) 
Eight or Nine Days to beſure was the leaſt; | 
But now comes on the Cream of the Jeſt, 
I Feaſting my ſelf one Day very well, 
Reſolving to try to empty my Cell: 
But drinking too much, my Head run on Wheels, 
And ſpurning too ſtron; with my Mercury Heels, 
My Cell ſprung a Leak, and I fell Aſleep, 
When awaking again, I'd occafion to Weep 
I found my ſelf thirſty and nothing to drink, 
For the Vine took its Courſe, and paſs d thro' the 


[ Sink 3 2 
A deplorable Caſe let any Man think : 


Here I law Rowling, and Toſſing about; 

Starv'd if I'd ſtay'd, and afraid to come out : 
Had my Stars been ſo kind to've let me but ſtayd 
Till Fd drank out the Vine; but Fortune's a Jade, 
Happy I'd been a thouſand times more, | 
Than I &er have been ſince, or ever before. 

This Grotto I thought a moſt delicate Place, 

And fancy'd a Monarch might envy my Caſe; 

I ſwam in Champazrgn, could a Monarch do more? 
The Deel take the Leak, Dame Fortune's a Whore : 
Here I lay pining, and wiſhing for Death, 
Rack'd in my Guts, and a Pain to fetch Breath; 
Out I muſt come, or there I muſt. lie, 

Nature was firong, not willing to Die; 

Thus I crept out, but then to my Grief, 

No ſooner that done, but attack'd for a Thief. 
Hans Mogen, the Maſter of the Houſe I ſup poſe, 
By his Butter- Milk Belly, and CarbuncFd Noſe, 


Seiz d 


( 13 ) 
Seized on my Corps with Kicking and Cuffing, 
With bluſtering Oaths, and damnable Huffing ; 
Donder and Blixem, and Oaths I can't tell, 
New faſhion'd Words invented in Hell : 
But this, to my Sorrow, I certainly know, 
That each Oath or Curſe brought a Kick or a Blow: 
He batter'd my Phiz with his great Mutton-Fiſt, 
And gave me a ſlaſh with his Knife on my Wriſt; 
He Kick'd and he Cuff*d till he thought I was Dead, 


And my Caput was ſwell'd like Sarazens Head; 
And Tokens of Death in me did appear, 
For I foul'd and Be-urin'd my Breeches with Fear : 
But ſeeing me move, he thought there was Life, 
And attack'd me again with his Amſterdam Kal 
Off ring à Stab, but was ſtop'd by his Wife; 
Huſband, ſaid ſhe, let's do what is meet, 
Here's a Neighbour, a Juſtice, that Lives in this Street, 
Let's take him before him, let Fuftice be done, 

And hang up the Rogue till hes dry'd by the Sum. 
Her Words took effect, to the Juſtice we went, 
I dreading the Doom of ſome great dane. © 
As ever the Law, or the De'il could invent. 


The Juſtice was ſeated upon a high Stool, 
With a Stick in his Hand like a Carpenters Rule: 
If I am not miſtaken, I think that his Name 
Was Vander flrak Uphong, or much like the ſame: 
His Aſpect was grim, and Countenance fierce, 

As the King of the Tarters,when on his War-Horle ; 

With Majeſtical motion he waved his Hand, 

The Audience were ſilenced by his Command 1 
en 


| 
| 
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| (14) 
Then he thruſt out his Breaſt, and lug'd in his Craw, It 


Let the Plaintiff ſpeak firſt, ſaid he, tis our Lam; f 
#hen I know bis Complaint I'll hear the Defendant, 
Confider the Caſe, and then make an end on't. 


My Accuſer ſpoke firſt with a terrible Story, 
Of Robbing bis Houſe, and that I was a Tory, 1 
And thought that I came to Kill him and bis Spouſe, * 
To Raviſß his Maid, or to Fire his Houſe ; 
Ten thouſand times more, I can't tell you what, 
As Knockivg bim down, and Stabbing his Cat; N 
That I run at his Wife vith an Tron red-hot : | 
Well, now thinks I, I'm juſt going to Pot. 


My turn came to ſpeak, I held up my Head, 


An't pleaſe yu Worſhip, ſaid I, I —_—_— 
read, 


At which I was ſtop'd, not ſuffer'd to ſpeak 
A Word more in defence, not a Word of the Leak : þ 


The Juſtice aroſe from's Majeſtical Chair, | 


What Language, quorh he, is that which I hear? 

hence come you ? who are you ? I know you're a Rogue 

Of ſome foreign Nation, a Kin to the Brogue : | 
Put him i th Raſp-houſe, and there let him Work, | 


And have no more Mercy on him than a Turk; 


Give him Water to Drink, let Bread be his Diet, 

Fer a Tear and a Day, for this was a Riot. 

For, Neighbours, quoth he, in our Law we've a term, 
Call'd Beatum Robboxum, a Ford of concern: 


It's 


(15) 


„ r a Praiſe in the Latin, as much as to ſay, 


Fa Man be a Thief, or begins an Afray, 8 
2 muſt Die, or muſt Work for a Tear and a Day. N 


Hard Sentence thinks I; did I come from Mount 
{ Tabor, 
o Batavia Goſhen to ſuffer hard Labour? 
Muſt I now do my Taſk, and yet have no Vine? 
\nd nothing but Bread, when ſuffer d to Dine: 
\ Pox thought I, on theſe Butter- Milk Laws; 


Not one bit of Fleſh to put in my Jaws. 


I wiſh I'd remain'd in my Ton till this time, 
ſhouꝰd not have fail'd of my Skin full of Vine; 
he De'il take the Leak, it baffles my Rhime. 


I was led to the Raſp- Honſe, conducted by Mob; 
Well, now thinks I, I have got a queer Job; 

Here's Work in ahundance, but I muſt conceit 

My Belly is full, when I've nothing to Eat. 

What I obſerv*d in the Vork. Houſe, was this, 

V hen Miſchief was done, or ought was al 

It was lay*d to my charge, it was I that muſt do it; 
Right or Wrong they'd all ſwear unto it: 

The Keeper receiv'd their falſe Information, 

And Flog*d me by wholeſale, *cauſe not of his Nation. 
All this I endur'd Twelve Months and a Day, 8 


hoſe Rags that I had were gone to decay; 
So, Laxarous like, I was ſent empty away: 
hen I, a poor miſerable Object of pitty, 
Did wander and rove about in the City ; 


No 


(16) | 
No Money, no Friends, no Lodging or Diet, 
A War in my Guts, tho* my Pockets were gi 
I nefer ſhall forget it; a pox of the oO 


Thus left to the Care of kind n | 
Naked, and Cold, and exempted from Pence, 
I wander'd about, but at length I efpy*d 
A flaſhing young Beau, with a Sword by his Side, 
A Britain he was, I knew by his Phiz, 
For Frogland's Complections much differ*d from his, 
I boldly went to him, then ſcur'd up my Face 
To a Poſture of Craving, then open*d my Caſe :- 
He repleniſh'd my Guts with a Shoulder of Mutton, 
1 eagerly Cram'd, till I'd Stuff d like a Glutton; 
Wine, in abundance, he gave me for Sauce, 
Two Guineas in Money to make up my Loſs; 
An Old Suit of Cloaths, a Shirt and a Hat, 
Stockings and Shoes, and a Flouriſh'd Cravat, 
And a Pound of Tobacco: Thus, being Befriended, 
I made him a Scrape, then to Bed I aſcended; 
Next Day he embark*d me on Board of a Pink, 
Firſt craming my Carcaſs with Meat and much Drank; 
Then hoiſting our Sails, we ſoon made our Shore, s 


I rejoyc'd in my Heart to ſee it once more, 
Then Landing, I kiſs d it a thouſand times oer. 


If I efer make a Voyage to Froglaxd again, 
May the Gravil, the Stone, and Gout be my Pain: 
May my Scull be trapan'd, and may my Shin. bones 
Be ſcrap'd with a Knife by Butchering Jones, 


* an Enucb become, for want a my n il 


e 
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„ 
Trooper Undone: 

33 OR. HIS 


„ BUTTER-BOX broke. 


„b — 


, bly 4: ; 
The Author being upon a four Days Guard at 
the Siege of Doway, had the Miſfortune of 
| ſetting bis Horſe? next to his Cornet's, and 
hanging his * Haverſack upon his Piſtol, the 


Cornet's Horſe attack'd it, eat his Bread, and 
| broke his Butter-Box in a barbarous manner, 


wv 


uk, 
„Note, That the Cornet's Horſe was got by an 
0 Engliſh Stone-Horſe upon 4 Holland's Mare. 


W Hat could invite thy cruel Teeth to Knaw 
A Trooper's Haverſack, to ſtuff thy Maw? 

Did᷑ſt thou not know that Ann, Great-Britain's Queen, 

1 as ſtor'd for thee, at 14 a Magazine? "pp 


HH = A Linnew-Bag to put Proviſion in. 
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F Bread and Butter. 


( 18 ) 
Or art thou Blind, and canſt not ſee the Fields 
Well ſtor'd with that which Seed or Nature yields? 
Then, why did'ſt thou attempt to make me poor, 
To knaw my Haverſack, and rob my Store? 
It's true, it lay expos d; but who the Pox 
Would think thou would'ſt attack my Butter- Box, 
Or force my ſtored Sack, to my ſurprize ? 
To make my Bread become thy Sacrifice: 
Thy Noble Sire, Charger, ne er was prone 
To uſe ſuch Filching Means, he knew his own 3 
And was content, and never would invade 
Another's Right, like common Hackney Jade: 
He came of noble Blood, and ne'er was found, 
For breaking Hedge,i'th' Lord o'th* Manour's Pound: | 
This was thy Sire, but unhappy Fate 
Hath made thee from him to degenerate : 
Thy Dam was Holland's Mare I fancy much, 
Thou learnft'd this way of Thieving from the Dutch, 


' Whoſe Pride is Butter-Box ; they're highly pleas'd, 


And lick their Lips to ſee the Bread well greas' d: 


And thou, as if well pleas'd with * Butter-Ham, 


Didft lick thy Lips, and grin to ſee the ſame. 

Of four Days Guard as yet but two are paſt, 

And two remains, and I muſt Starve at laſt : 
Miſchievous, unkind Beaſt! by Fove it's true, 
Thou'lt Starve a Trooper and a Poet too: 

Thy Maſter bears Command, my Hands are ty'd, 
If looſe, by Jove I'd ſoundly drub thy Hide: - 


— 


%* 
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Though 
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(19) 
Though Hands are bound from firikidg; yet 1 I | 
? Attempt a FE; and exert my ſkill, 1 


Firft, May tienen honeſt deter be thy Jury; 
And thou for this be ſent to Captain * Fury - 
May Hang: Man Fobn a knotty Whip provide, 
And Cut and Slaſh thee round from Side to Side; 
May'ſt thou no more the noble Standard bear, 
But be diſcharged from thy Maſter's Care: 
And when thou'rt thus diſcharged from Mafter's | 
[ Picket, = 
Be forc'd to ſeek thy Food in Barren Thicket - 
May*| thou be Spur*d by Taylors, Rid by Fools, 
1: Scorn*d by Aſſes, and be Kick'd by Mules : 
 May'ſt thou a Hackney be on Portſmouth Road, 
And may Tarpaulins be thy Daily Load: 
Or, may'ſt thou th' City ſpend thy tedious Days] 
h, In dragging common Fhores to ſee the Plays: 
May'ſt thou go Poſt from London down to Fare; 
And draw the Cheapfide Cuckolds to Horw-Fair ; 
May f Bradſhaw | give thee Drink to make thee Sick; 
To punith thee for this thy Filching Trick: 
May Sadle wound thy Back, and may ſt thou be 
Never from Spi- Gault, or from Set. faſis free: 
And may ſt thou be a Carriers Horſe at length, 
And may he Load thy Back beyond thy Strength: 
May ſt thou be poor and weak, and drop thy Load, 
Fall down 1 thi Dirt, and Dye in — Road; 
C2 "And 
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(20) 

And when thou art thus Dead, I hope there'll be 
No Poet that will Write thy Elegy: 

May all my Fellow Troopers Curſe thee worſe 
In Engliſh Proſe than I have done in Verſe: 
May this be true, as I have put my Pen to't, 
And may all honeſt Troopers ſay Amen tot. 


A 
4 E F x E R 
FROM 
Mrs. Suſanna Land 
T O : 


Thomas Trueboy, 4 Trooper. 


My Des, 


Ws could excite that roving Thought of yours 
To leave a Maid you gain'd by your Amours; 
Say what I've done, I'll expiate the Crime, | 
And aſk your Pardon, if the Fault was mine: 
But that's impoſſible, you know I love; 

Some Favours granted you will clearly prove, 
Attack'd by Love, I yeilded all my Charms, 
And did ſubmit to your All-conquering Arms, 
On certain terms; that you would Conſtant be. 
And Huſband be to none but only me. = 2 
You know, when you attack'd my Fort, that i 

Bd bid adieu to my Kn 
| G 3 


a <4 


—— — 


Of my Prerogative, your fickle Heart, 


Then leave the Wars, my Dear, thy Sword diſmiſs, 


— 
— —Ä— — — 
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Return to me, and crown my Long'd for Bliſs; 


4 ſovereign ] Balm for 17 diſtracted Mind?! 105 


(22 ) 


A pure unſpotted Virgin till I gave e 


My Heart to you thus I became your Slave: 
Keep your Parole with me, tis all I crave. 
But ſure ſome Foreign Beauty claims a part 


Curſs'd be that ſhe who ſeeks to diſpoſeſs 

Me of your ove, my Joy, my Happineſs : 

May that Fond ſhe, who boldly dares preſume 

To ſteal thee from me, let this be her doom; 

May ſhe be always knaw'd by Fealoufe, 

Jealous of all the World, but moſt of me: 

May Unſhap'd, Monſt'rous, Births ſpring from her 
[Womb, 

And ſtinking Dunghill her deſerved Tomb: 

May Baſtards fill her Houſe with hedious Noiſe, 


And unknown Griefs deſtroy her look'd for Joys: 
And may The always ſtrive, but ſtrive in vain, 


Jo pleaſe that Man who as my right I claim: 


May Floods of briniſh Tears trill down the Cheeks 
Of that fond ſhe that my Deſtruction ſeeks : 

May the ſpin out her time in Carping Cares, 

And have black Eyes, gain d by Inteſtine Jars ; 
Thus paſs her time until her Thread is ſpun, 

And when ſpun out, be no more thought upon. 
But ſtay, my Maſe, I hope no foreign ſhe 

Can gain thy Love, or ſteal thee thus from me: 


Kind Looks allow to Love, fo ſhall I find. 


Ng 5 | 
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| (23) 
No Worldly Riches do I aſk to have; 
Your Love alone is all I fondly crave: 


My Uncle's Dead! blefs'd be his Memory, ? 


He made his Will, bequeathing All to me; 

Two thouſand Pounds is now. my Dowery : 

A wellcome Gift to guard us from the Cold; 

It's all for you, my Perfon, and my Gold. 

Take pitty then, and ſay you will be mine, 

And ſave Alive your wounded Feminine: 

Excuſe this way of Writing in my Sex 

Tais Doctrine I muſt write, cauſe Love's the Text: 
Let the next Poſt bring to my trembling Hands 
An Anſwer to theſe Lines, it's Love commands. 
Accept my Love, I ever ſhall remain 
Your Conſtant, Wounded Love, Suſama Lane. 


* « _ " —_— 
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My Dear, 


1 Aſk ten thouſand Pardons for my Crime; 

* You are not Criminal, the Fault was mine: 
Fluſh'd in my Cups, God Bacchus did infuſe 
Strange Notions in my Head, to your Abuſe;  _ 

Thus raviſh'd from the Arms of you, my Dear, 
The cauſe I do aſcribe to th* Strength of Beer: 
Had I been Sober, ſure I ne'er had dont, 

Or in your Arms, I ne'er had thought upon't: 


E — 


—— 


(24) 
Diſcharge your Jezlous Breaſt of all its Fears; 
Diſmiſs your Chagrin Thoughts, forſake your Tears: 
Know, Charming Female, that no foreign ſhe 
Shall gain my Love. or &er your Rival be. 


May my two Eyes ne'er ſee my Native Shore, 
If you are not the Perſon I adore. 

Pole Artick ſhall to Pols- Antartick come, 

And in this Land my Zenith be the Sun, 
And tripid ſhalk the Torrid Zone become: 
And Preftor Fobn ſhall Rule my Native Land, 


And Neptime on the Shore ſhall bear Command; 


The Turk turn Chriſtian, and the Few a Papiſt, 
The Moor a Quaker, and my ſelf an Atheiſt, 
The Moon forget its Courſe, the Tides to flow, 
And Boreas ſhall be known no more to Blow, 
And all things ſhall diſſolve to brackiſh Sea, 
And Jealous Wife leave off her Jealouſy, 

E'er I will be Unconſtant unto thee: | 
Aſſume thy Right, my Heart I freely yeild © 
To you, fair Conquereſs of God Cupid's Field; 
My Heart is yours, receive it as your prizes 
A Captive Heart, fit for your Sacrifice : 
Endleſs my Torment is, if you're Unkind, 
Murder'd by Cupid, and Difturb'd i in Mind: 
Returns of Love I crave, and then ſhall I 
Run to your lovely Aris, there Live and Dye; 
Never to part, if once return'd again, 
Deliver'd ſafe from what belongs to Spain. 
Receive my Love, and that will crown the Joy 
Of h him wha does remain your Slave, Th. 


ö 


L ET T ER 
FROM AN 
Old Cook-Maid in England, 


T0: 


\ 


GEORGE BLUNDERBUSS, 


Ae Trooper in Flandern. 


Ipe preſume, my Dear, once more to write 

To thee, dear Blunderbuſi, my Heart's delight, 
To. let you know I, like the Turtle- Dove, 
Do pine away, I having loſt my Love: 
Refreſhing Sleep is baniſh'd from my Eyes, 
And unknown Grief dethrones my wonted Joys. 


(26) 
I cannot Eat, for why, my Stomach's gone, 
And loath that Meat I'm forc'd fo fwallow down; 
And thrice a Week the Doctor orders Phyſick, 
And ſays, He thinks I'm troubld with the Phtiſick: 
My Maſter ſwears, and ſays, I am Diſtracted; 
My Miſtreſs thinks my Lungs are Putrifacted; 
The Hoftler ſwears, my like's not in the Nation, 
That's when I foul the Stable by Purgation ; 
My Fellow Servants often ſay I'm Idle, 
And, like a cunning Horſe, reſi | the Bridle, 
Becauſs I would not Work ; but they're miſtaken, 
I never us'd ſuch means to ſave my Bacon. 
All this do I endure, becauſe I love, 
And I ſhall Die if you Unconſtant prove. 
Sometimes I view the amorous Bed by Night, 
In which we in Conſort had our delight; 
I ſaw it once with Pleaſure, now with Pain, 
Becauſe thoſe Joys will ne'er return again: 
You can't forget with what indulgent Care 
I rnb'd your wonted Scores from off the Bar; 


And when your Pockets prov'd deficient, 


And your Subſiſtance was profuſely ſpent, 


To mine you had recourſe for Contribution, 


Till quite exhauſted by your Diminution; 

Then went to Pawn my Gown, my Hood, and 
| Fmacks, 

To pay the Doftor s Bill, when you were Poxt; 

I waſh'd your Shirts, ſo kept yon Clean and Sweet, 

And Wine you drank at every Meal you Fat; 

All this was done by me, and ten times more, 

For thee, dear Blunderbuſs, whom I adore, 


t 
| 
l 
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( 27) 

efle& on theſe paſs'd Favours granted you, 
nd in return, give me your Heart, my due: 
cuſe theſe Blunders I have written here, 

pon each Blunder I've diſtilFd a Tear: 

h! Blunder, Blunder, tis a Buſs I'd have 


ccept my Love, I ever ſhall ſubſcribe 
y ſelf, your Captivated Love, Nan Hide. 


rom thy dear ſelf, that's what I fondly crave, 8 
r ſend me Headlong to my wiſh*d for Grave. 


9 
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Blunderbuſs : Anſwer: 


8 LD muſty, ſtinking, and inſipid Nan, 


Whoſe Cloaths embroider d are by Dripping: 5 


Pid Mother Shipton like, thy Noſe and Chin 


Do one another Kiſs at every Grin; 


A mighty flood of naſty Slabber comes; 
Ugly and Loathſome, Over - rid and Old; 


(Pan; 


Old Age has drawn thy Teeth, and from thy Gums 


A Whore, a Thief, nay ten times worſe a Scold; 
And yet do'ſt thou preſume, through Impudence, 


To write to me, a Man of noted Senſe, 

To let me know, you, like a Turtle-Dove, 

Do pine away, you having loft your Love: 
Poor loving Turtle Dove, hard is thy Fate 


To 'love that Man that does thy Perſon hate. 


Had I my Choice to Hang, or Marry thee, 


| wou? d refuſe Old Nan, and chuſe the Tree. 


: — — = 


(28) for 
Thou can'ft not Sleep, why I my ſelf diſcard ſh 
Somniferous Draughts, when call'd to Mount Grandfſhn 

| [ Guard, 
When Trumpet ſounds to Horſe, Im forc'd to riſe, io 
And muſt not Sleep when on an Enterprize: 
What is't to me, if thrice a Week you Phyſick, 
Or Doctor orders Drugs to cure the Phtiſick, 
And fo patch up a noted Slut by Birth; 


And when thus patch'd, your Body's nothing worth, a 
Or if you'r Mad, to Bedlam go for Knowledge, 


Like me, when worn with Age, to Chelſea-Colledge | 
It Hofiler quarrels with your Excrement, 

Drop d from your naſty Bum, with fulſome ſcent, 
What's that to me? Or, if you're Idle grown, 
That is no News; you always were a Drone: 

Lou ſay you view the Amorous Bed by Night; 

I bleſs my Stars the ſame is from my Sight. 
Indulgent, careful Thief, rub of my Scores; 

Such Tricks is us'd by none but common Whores; 
And Maſter's Wine to me your Minion gave, 

To make me fitter for your Stallion Slave: 
Wine was the Grace, your ſelf but ſtinking Meat; 
I always have a Grace before I Eat. | 
Without provoking Wines none can agree, ? 


Ne 


Or &er conſent to lay thy Letchery, 

But fear to touch fo foul a Fiend as the: 
You term theſe Favours, yet unto my Grief, _ 
My Conſcience tells me my thou'rt an arrant Thief. 
I Contribution raiſe from ſuch Old Fools 
That can't contain themſelves in modeſt Rules: 
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your Smocks you ſay you pawn'd to pay a Bill 
ſhe Doctor brought for Anti-Clappum Pill, 
ndnd Shirts were waſh'd, to keep me clean and 
rd; l[ſweet, 
iſen ro render me a Stallion more compleat, 

To ſatisfie your fulſome Appetite. 


If Doctor's Bill was pay d, it was to render 
thing more ſound for thee, my dear Pretender, 
th, For proper Uſe of thee, Old Doating Elf, 
fore rotten ten times o'er than me my ſelf : 
Returns of Love you aſk, take you no Care, 


My Heart's my Own, tis for a brighter Star: 


> Nou are eclips d by Age, your Teeth are gone, 
Jogly and Old, and I but Thirty One. 
Old Doating Kitchen. Stuff don't think that 
Vill Wed with Sixty Five, with Bleared Eye; ; 
Dumb, Deaf, and Rotten, and yet more, 


A Ailching Thief, an Old and Common Whore, . 


a Billing ſgate, a Fiend as foul as may be, 
No: Blunderbuſs is for a Charming Lady. 


— 


1 


And now I can digeſt a Warlike Action: 
; Caſt you a Stone ith? Air, it ſoon will fall 


BLUNDERBUSsh 
RECETIP Tp 


AGAINST 


COWARDICI 


Probatum eſt: 


Once was Sick, the Doctor ſaid that I 
Was Sick o'th' Wars, and finally muff Die, 

If not advis'd ; fo he prefcrib'd a Doſe, 
That I muſt ke and keep my Quarters cloſe 
Three Cannon-Balls take you, each Ball fix Pounds, 
Digeſted well in Blood took from your Wounds, 
A Pound of Gun-Powder, and Lawyer's Wit, 
#ith good Lamp-Oyl, take quantum ſufficit: 
Take you this Doſe Jejuno Stomachio, 
Then walk about an Hour too and fro: 
Take this but once, you need not uſe it more, 
& will force out the Cauſe at Poſtern - Door, 
And you will well digeſt the War, if Wiſe; 
A certain Cure for Warſick Cowardice, 


I took this Doſe with eaſe and ſatisfaction, 


Unto the Earth, for why, it's Natural: 
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es Nature deth direct the bleating Lamb 
To know, and ſtill be with its proper Dam; 
Nature dire&s the Dog to kill his Game; 
The Salimander's Element 's the Flame : 
Cuſtom is to ſome, like Nature's Works, 
' Yvitneſs Mabomitiſm to the Turks : 

Obſerve my Hoſt, how nimbly he can run, 

And Score Two Pots when I have had but One: 
Lying is us d by thofe o'th' dealing Trade, 
Ivo fay it's Good, when never Vorſe was Made, 

Th. s aſk a Maid if ſhe's diſpos'd to Marry, 

I's tim: enough, ſays the, I'll longer tarry : 

This the has learn'd, by Cuſtom, from her Mother, 

One thing to ſay, and yet to mean another. 


— 


By Nature, or by Cuſtom, now am I 
Become a Soldier, and I ſcorn to fly: 
To kill's the Trade by which I get my Bread; 
Theſe Hands of mine have many lay*d for Dead 3 
Some I do Carbonade, and others Shoot, 

And when my Horſe is kil*d I Fight on Foot, 
Then Stab, or Cut, or Shoot, or how I can, 

Till all are Slain, and I can find no Man 

That dares Encounter with Heroick me, 

But all retreat when Blunderbuſs they ſee. 

ve ſerv'd the Goverment theſe fourteen Tears; 
am Caſe-harden'd now, my Face appears 
Moſt Beautiful, it being adorn'd with Scars 

As Honourable Tokens of the Wars; 888 
Pinginnets ſpread my Landlord's Face in Kent ;  - 
Bacchus has plac' - tem there for Ornament: ; 


Cp © 
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My Uncle George, of noble Race, is come, 
Yet to Effeminate, to follow Drum : 
So Venus Liſted him, ſhe prov'd unkind, 
Beat flat his Noſe, and left her Marks behind; 
And ſome the common Hang-Man marks i'th* Fac: 
Becauſe that picking Pockets was the Caſe ; 
Theſe Marks are Ignominious, becauſe 
They were obtain'd by breaking Brittain's Laws; 
But Mars beftow'd.on me theſe Marks I bear, 
For ſerving Conquering Anm in lawful War: 
At Hockſtedt I my ſelf charg d Six 1th* Field, 
Kill'd Five ofths Spot, and forc*d the Sixth to yield: 
At Donawert I boldly charg'd the French, 
And drove whole Squadrons thro* their Guarded 
[ Trench: 
I took Three Gen*rals at Ramily, | 
A Prince ofth* Blood, and all his Family; 
Moſt of Bavaria's Guard were Slain by me. 
| Have not you heard how I, at Oudenard, 
Engag*'d a Captain, and Beat all his Guard: 
The Captain was my Priſoner, and he 
Was forc*d to beg his Life of Noble me: 
At Tournay's Siege I faw a Bomb i*th* Air, 
And all cry*d-out, 4 Bomb there, have a Care: , 
But I ſtood ſtill, as not at-all diſmay'd, 
And did not run like thoſe who were afraid, 
But ſpread my Cloak, and catch*d it in the Pall, 
So Choak d it quite, it never broke at- all. 
This rais d my Honour; all Men now confeſs 
There's none ſo bold as me, George Blunderbnſi. 


THE 


"EFT, 


- . THE 5 5 
HUMOUR 


OF A 5 8 5 
Mourning Widow 
| CONSIDER'D 


Bferve the Widow's Houſe, youll ſee | 

p A ſort of Trage- Comedy: |; * 
() A *Scutcheon, Drawn by Painter's Skill, 

Is placed up, like Play-Houſe Bill, 

To give the World an Information, 

By the Way of Oftentation, 

To let you know, unhappy Fate! 

Expoſes poor Deceas'd in State. 

The Houſe muſt be diſmantled quite, 

And Ornaments put out of Sight : 

Ihe Hangings, with the Tapeſtry, 

Are caſt into Obſcurity : 

The Pictures, with the China Wares, 

Are all concept behind the Stairs; 
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E 


(34) 

And Looking-Glaſs, that's ſix Foot long, 
Is put away amongſt the Throng; 
And Dreſing- Box, the darling Pride 
Of Mourning Widow, is lay d aſide: 
Then Maſter Undertaker's Pack 
Do come and hang the Houſe with Black : 
In Parlour, where Defunct doth lie, 
Is ſeen the Mourners ſtanding by, 
All Cloath'd in Black, and making Moan 
With diſmal and uncommon Tone : 
Here's Sniveling, throwing Snot about, 
Which is diſcharg'd from Mourner's Snout; 
duch Sighing, Sobing, ne'er was known 
Since Father Adam walk'd alone; 
Such diſmal Looks, and ſuch Grimaces, 
Do frame a Grief in all their Faces; 
Then Howl in Conſort once again, 
Much worſe than Hogs by Butchers ſlain. 
When Friends appear where Corps is ſeated, 
The Howling is again repeated: 
One acts the Curtell, or the Baſe, 
With Grief expreſſed in his Face, 
An Emblem of the Vidos's Caſe; 
But it's not what is requiſite 
The Mob ſhould ſee her Counterfeit : - 

| Theſe Mourners Office is to ſhow 
The Vidom Mourns Incognito. 


Next, let us view the Vidow Lady, 
Who acts her Part as well as may be: 


1 

She's Chamber'd up, two Stories high, 
Where Room receives no Light from Skie, 
But all's Obſcure, to make appear 
As if a real Mourner 's there: 
She on her Couch extended lies, 
With veiled Face, to ſcreen her Eyes: 
From Head to Foot ſhe's cover'd. o'er 
With Sable Robes by Mourners wore : 
She's heard to Sigh, to Sob, to Scream, 
Yet all this while her Tongue's Serene ; 
Sometimes ſhe'll fetch a ſudden Screek, 
As if, thro Grief, her Heart wou'd break: 
Thoſe who are Strangers to her Wit, 
Would think it's a Convulſon Fit: 
She acts her Part ſo well, as if 
It were a true ſubſtantial Grief: 
But, without all Contradiction, 
It is no more than meerly Fiction: 

Could you but ſcrutinize her Heart, 
Or ſhe her Secrets wou'd impart, 


You'd find her formal Grief no more 
Than baſer Mettal gilded oer: 

Her Tears are Poyſonous, therefore the 
Owes to her Cheeks ſome Charity ; 
For when a Flood attempts to riſe, 
She'll ſtop the Breaches of her Eyes, 
With Thoughts of Marr'ing once again 
To ſome Great Lord of mighty Fame. 


Well, now her Grief has ſome reſpite, 


And n Sorrow s over quite: 
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1 Now the begins to move her Tongue, 
1 And ſtare about amongſt the Throng : 
1 Among which Crowd a Doctor ſtands, 
4 With Cordial Fulip in his Hands; 

i But firſt applys his Skillful Fiſt 

To find the Pulſe on Vidom's Wriſt. 
Madam, ſays he, how are you now ? 
Methinks your Pulſe beats mighty low - 
Lord ! Sir, ſays ſhe, my Heart is broke : 
How ſhall I bear this mighty Stroke ? . 
Ob! Wretched Creature, that I am, 

Thus to ſurvive that Loving Man: 

T wiſh I neer bad ſeen the Day 

That my dear Lord was ſnatch'd away : 
Oh! Death! Ob ! Death! thor'rt too ſevere, 
To take him hence, and leave me here: 
Oh ! that I now were Cold and Dead, 
And in the Coffin in bis ftead ! 

Alas, alas, I'm now undone ; 

My Friend is gone, and now I've none: 
Oh! Stand away, let me now expire; 
; Grant me, Great Jove, my Soul's deſire. 


Good Madam, ſays the Doctor, why 
Do you thus Grieve, or wiſh to Die? 
Dear Lady take this little Cup, 

And drink the Cordial Fulip up: 

For it will diſſipate your Fears; 

It will reſtrain your mournful Tears: 
Madam, it will, take my Parole, 
Give Eaſe unto your drooping Soul. 


_ 
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Lord! Sir, ſaid ſhe, there's nothing can 
Drive from my Heart that Loving Man : 
None of your Slops can eaſe my Grief ; 
Come welcome Death, that's my Relief. 


Forbear, dear Madam, ſays a Dame, 
I hope you'll ſtand another Game : | 
Your Lord is Dead we know, what then ? 
In this wide World there's other Men 
To take you to a Marriage- Bed; 
Then think no more on him that's Dead : 
He's gone the Way of all Mankind, 
And left to you his Wealth behind: 
You're Charming, Young, and Buxom ſtill, 
And may be Happy if you will: 
A certain Lord was pleas'd to ſay, 
And thus expreſs'd himſelf to Day, 
T wiſh, ſaid he, upon my Life, 
That Charming Widow was my Wife : 
Tad ſerve her with my utmoſt power, 
And oblige ber in that happy Hour; 
Convert her Grief to ſweet Delight, 
Adore by Day, and Love by Night. 


This Lord 's no Stranger; for he's known _ 


By you, and me, and all the Town: 
His Lordſhip's Young, which doth portend, 
That he can ftand a Lady's Friend : : 
Beſides, well Shap'd, and Wealthy too, 
He'll keep a Coach and Six for you 
And you may be the Happy ſt Bride 
That eyer lay by ms Wide: 
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Then, Madam, ceaſe to Mourn, ſince Fate 
Has prov'd ſo kind to you of late, 
To take him hence who was Diſeas d, 
I rather think you may be pleas'd, 
Since that he's called hence, thro' Grace, 
To yield a Younger Lord his Place. 


Then Widow raiſes up her Head, 


And ſpeaks unto her Chamber-Maid, 
Come, Jane, come reach the Doctors Cup; 
TU rive to drink the Cordial up. 


A thouſand Obligations due, 
Dear, Wortby Lady, unto you : 


Tour Words my Sorrows mittigate; 


They feem my Torments to abate. 
As yet, it's time enough, indeed, 

To lay afide my Mourning Weed : 
Tf T ſo ſoon a Conſort take, 

The World will its Reflection male: 
Tet, I confeſs, my Nature's prone, 
It ſpurs a ſecond Marriage on. 


Dear Madam, quoth another Dame, 
I hope you'll Marry once again; 
For your Affairs, do what you can, 


| Will ſuffer Loſs without a Man: 


To Lett a Farm you know not how, 
Or what for Taxes to allow : 


You cannot tell how much per Cent 


Fou ought to have for Money Lent; | 


| You 5 
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You can't caſt up your Steward 's Bill; 

In courſe he'll Cheat you with his Quill: 

You underſtand no Querks in Law, 

No more than Magpie, or a Daw : 

Your Dofor, Lawyer, or your Baker, 

Lace- Man, Silk- Man, or Shoe-Maker, 

They'll all be Cheats, in ſpight of Fate, | 


And will diminiſh your Eftate, 
Unleſs you take a ſecond Mate. 


! That's true, ſays Widow, that they will; 
Ido not underſtand a Bill; 
Or caſt Accompt, you may preſume, 
No more than can the Pope of Rome: 
Pl firrve to Live; I bope kind Fate 
Will pleaſure me with ſecond Mate, 
To fand my Friend, and eaſe my Grief, 
And to my Sorrows yield Relief. 
. Ob! grant, ye Heav'ns ! that I may 
Live and enjoy that happy Day 
In which I may my Wiſhes crown, 
Which ſaid, ſhe took the Cordial down. 
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WIDOW. 
Orbear, thou Crocadile, to Mourn, 
Since all Mankind do know 


Thou ſt no Reſpect unto his Urn, 
But all's for Outward ſhow. 


Do'ſt think thy forced Tears &er can 
Have power to Deceive 

That noble Creature, called Man? 

No; ftill we think on Eve, 


But if of Tears thow'lt be profuſe, 

And they ſincerely fall, 

They're highly fit for Doctor's uſe 
Be Wiſe, preſerve them all, 


They're good to eaſe diſturbed Mind, 
The Cramp, the Stone, the Gout; 
Infallibly will cure the Blind, © 


It drop't ſincerely out. 


They're 


1 
They're good to clear our Eye: ſight, when 
Thy Painted Sex intice us; 
and will not ſuffer in us Men, 
Deceptio vi ſus. 


eſe Wonder - working Tears can raiſe 
The Dead to Life again; 
f mixed with the Oyl of Bays 
They're good to cure a Strain; 


Bat if the Crocadzle's thy Caſe, 
Then Poys nous are thy Tears: 
Ind if they touch thy lovely Face, 
Thy Beauty diſappears. 


Then have a Care, left that by chance, 
Sincerely thou ſhould'ſt cry; 

For if Defunct rife from his Trance, 

Adieu to all thy Joy. 
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G AM E 
OF 


Back - Gammon, 
PLAY'D BY 


My LORD and my LADY, 


— > 


To the Tune of, Joll Roger — of 
Plough ral. 
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I. 


1 Buxom Toung Widow has loft the firſt Game, 
| Becauſe that her Dice were unkind : 
But, like a true Gameſter, ſhe'll venture again, 
In hopes they will run to her Mind: 
Reſolving to venture, 
To ſhe may repent her, 
And come off a Looſer at laſt, 
She'll bazard the ſame, 
And ſtand toher Game, 
To pleaſure again 
Her Merkin, ber Ferkin, and ber Water- r-Firkin, 


4 Pleaſure ſhe longeth to taſte 


0 
| 


* 

- - = 

= * A * 3 87 

( ) r 
” 8 * 
. RT 
* 
1 1 | s 


Cinque Trea, the firſt Night, \ 
Did yield her Delight, 
And ſhe made a Point with the ſame : 
Size-Ace the next Throw, or ſhe's ruined quite, 
And in danger of looſing the Game : 
See how bad ber Caſe is, 
For up came Two Aces, 
And ſhe is not pleaſed atall. 
Adieu my Delizht ; 
I'm Gammon'd Out- right ; 
What no more to Night 
or my Merkin, my Jerkin, and my Water-Firkin? 
My Lord, your Two Aces are ſmall. 


III. 


My Lord, you do Wrong me, in Cheating me ſo, 
| AndI will not yield you the Game: 
Come handle the Dice, and take tother Throw; A 

I'm ready to venture the ſame, 

But my Lord wou d venture 

To throw at her Center, 
He bad no more Aces to Play, 

Says ſhe, My Lord, you 

Shall have a Cornu; 
i For I'll have my due 
For my Merkin, my Jerkin, and my Water-Fi irkin, 
Or you ſhall Sing « Cuckoe to Day: | 


A S545 


[= 


( 44 ) 


I V. 


Hold, Madam, Jays be, I'll take t'other Hit: 
Come take up the Dice in your Hand, 
And Jog em, or Cog em, or what you think fit 
I fear Pm not able to Stand. 
Thex mind what came after, 
For up came a Quator , 
And ſhe took him up with that Caſt : 
He threw in vain 
To enter again; 
So ſhe got the Game, 
Vith ber Merkin, ber Ferkin, and ber Water-Firkin, 
Aud ſne was well pleaſed at laft. 


| 
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THE 


ETAMORPHISE 


O F 
SILVIA. 
IL VIA was moſt Charming Fair, 
Her Head adorn'd with Silver Hair, 
gedect with Gems, and coſtly Things, 
ind finely Wrought with Silken Strings: 
er Face, in all its Parts, was ſeen 
ar to ſurpaſa the Eaſtern Queen; 
Her Neck, her Breaſt, her Mein, and 2 
Did equalize her lovely Face; 
\nd all her Parts appear d to be 
Adora d with Graceful Majeſty; 
\nd all the World that ſaw her, were 
Struck with Amazement, Love, and Fear: 
Fach Rival gainſt each other ſtrove, 
\nd each in hopes to gain her Love: 
\mongſt her Lovers there was found 
Four noble Lords, of Birth renown'd; 
Doraſtus, and the noble Janis, ; 
Loung Victor, and the Lord Strephanu: 
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Each Lov'd with Paſſion, each with Pain 
Did ftrive her ſtubborn Heart to gain: 


| Stubborn untill the God of Love, 


In Rage deſcended from Above, 

And at her caft a pointed Dart, 

Which twice in twain did ſplit her Heart: 
One fourth of which ſhe gave away 

To Young Doraſtus, Lord of May; 

A ſecond fourth ſhe freely gave 

To noble Vans, to her Slave; 

Moſt wonderful. this charming Fair 7 
Yielded to Vidor too a Share: 

She found a private way to ſend 

Strepbanus too his dividend. 

Each had his Share, each had his Part 

Of Love that iſſued from her Heart: 

Nor did ſhe know within her Breaſt, 

Which of the Four ſhe loved beſt, 
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Then Fove did Eccho thro? the Skies 
With dreadful and a Thund ring Noiſe, 
And Nimble Mercury was ſent 
Throughout the Starry Element, 

With Proclamations from great Fove, 
To Summons firſt the God of Love, 
And all the other Gods, to come 
And Godeſſeſs, before his Throne. 
No ſooner done, but in a Trice 
They all Obey'd his mighty Voice : 
All were ready, all were there, 
Expecting his Commands to hear: 


+ 
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, Gods, ſaid he, I will deſcend, 


Md you muſt your Aſiftanoe lend 
4 concert with me on the Earth, 


Where Silvia Lives that's Great by Birth: 
He's equally falln in Love with Four, 

And each of them do her adove : 

Now, ye Gods, we muſt decide 

Which ſhall enjoy her for bis Bride. 


As ſoon as he had made an end, 
They all prepared to deſcend; 
Whilſt trembling Clouds did ſhake with fear, 
Which Conſternated every Sphere, 
And all the Heav'ns ſeem'd to be 
Struck with a Fit of Agony, 
A noiſe i'th' Element was heard, 
Which made the trembling Earth afraid; 
Then Inſtantly all was ſerene, 
The Fogs diſperſs'd themſelves again: 
Fhabus appear'd i'th' Horriſon, 
Forc'd in Career by Phaeton; 
Then Jove appear d with all his Train, 
And Neptune with the Gods o'th' Main; 
Then all the reſt in Order came: 
Circling themſelves, the Earth they grac d, 
And Fove was in their Center plac'd. 


Firſt they confiderd Silvias Caſe, 
And call'd the Lovers Face to Face: 
Each ſpoke the Paſſion of his Heart, 
And ſhe did hers to each impart, 
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After a great and long Debate 
Concerning who ſhould be her Mate, 
At length they all agreed that ſhe 
Should unto Cards transformed be; 
And all the Four ſhould play a Game 
At Leu, for to decide the fame : 
Jove wav'd his Awſul Scepter, and 
To all the reſt he gave Command, 
That each of them ſhould keep his Station, 
And ſee the amazing Transformation. 


Firſt ſhe ſeem'd Yellow, Wan, and Pale; 
Then from each Finger drop d a Nail: 
Her Body ſhak d with great ſurprize, 
Whilſt Fire darted from her Eyes; 

Off drop'd her Head, as if afraid 

By th' other Parts it was betray'd : 

- Surpriſingly her Snowy Cheſt 

Diſſected was below her Breaſt : 

Her Int'rals, and ſome other Parts, 
Metamorphiz'd were to Hearts 

Her Fingers Diamonds became; 

Her Toes and Thumhs aſſum'd the ſame; 


Her Hair was chang'd, each Lock was Made, 


By falling off her Head, a Spade; 

Her Teeth were Clabs, and from her Heart 
Pam, or th' Knave o th ſame did ſtart; 

Her Legs and Arms converted were 

Three unto Stools, the Fourth a Chair; 
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Jon which the Lords might play the Game, 
And try their Fortune for the ſame. 


n 

Hier Belly did appear to bee 

n Colour like to Ebony, © | 
Erhus chang' d, a Table it became, 8 


Lord Victor firſt aſſum'd the Chair, 
The others Stools; but now yow'll hear, 
They Lift to Deal, Lord Victor muſt 
Firft Deal the Cards, and be moſt Juſt : 
In Dealing he gave each his Share, 


Firſt three to all, then each a Pair; 


Not liking ſome they chende em too, 
As Cuſtom is at Lanktry-Loo ; 


The Trump that turn'd up was a Spade, 
And four of them Lord Vans had; 
Doraſtus thought himſelf ſecure, 


Having the Ace, the Aing and Four; 


Strephanus was as bold as he, 


ler 


Not doubting but to Beat the Three; 
A Fluſh of Hearts he'd in his Hand, 
A noble Chance for him to ſtand: 


His Chance, a Fluſh of Tramps and Pam, 
Which put an end unto the Game. 


Lord Victor chang'd, and up there came, 8 


The Stools and Tables, as it's ſaid, 
Run round the Room to ſeek the Head; 
The Chair was Dancing all the while 
Her Lips were ſeen to yield a Smile; 


L 
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The Spades were Curled Locks again; 
Her Cheſt clos'd up, that Split in twain ; 
Each Diamond re-aſſum'd its place, 
Her lovely Hands and Feet to Grace; 
The Clubs run to her Ruby Lips; 
Two of the Stools joyn'd to her Hips; 
The other Stool, and Vi@or's Chair, 
Each other Cours d, in full Career, 
About the Room, until they came 
To th* Shoulders, where they joyn'd the ſame: 
Fam as ſwift as Cupid's Dart, CIR ON 
Run down her Throat into her Heart, 
And Inſtantly he there perceivd 
This Metamorphoſe had retriev*d 
Not only her prime Beauty, but 
Of Graces an Addition toft : 
Je Gods, ſaid he, I do implore, 
Since its my due, yon will beſtow her 
On me, who have ſo freely gave 
My Heart and all to be her Slave. 
They knowing her to be his due, 
And likewiſe of their Juſtice too, 


They all with ſhouting Voices cry'd, 
Fair Silvia ſhall be Vidor's Bride. 
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T Hilſt Flat*ring Poets force their Eloquence; 
And fcrew their Rhimes beyond all common 
[ Senſe, 

To agrandize the Deeds, and ſing the Praiſe, 
And by their loft Muſe they ſtrive to raiſe 
His Lordſhip's Honour to the higheſt Pitch, 
And only flatter him, becauſe he's Rich: 
Whilſt others do become mere Paraſites, 
And with their Muſe do ſpur our Generous Knights 
Whilſt ſach do ſpend their time to praiſe Great Mens 
In hopes to fill their Bellies by the Nen 


Ea 


(52) 
I did employ ſome part of precious Time, | 
In Writing poor, inſipid, paultry Rhime 0 
To ſing the Praiſe of noble Harliquine. 
When Proud Inſulting Foes Invaſion made 
On Eygland's Liberty, Her Laws, and Trade, 
And broach'd Hibernian War, and ſtrove to bring, 
And make us ſub ject to a Romiſh King, 
Then was the time, moſt noble Haorlequine, 
That thou was ſen to croſs the famous Boyne : 
Tho“ Squadrons bent their Force againſt thy Breaſt, 
And thought to turn abont thy noble Creſt, 
Yet didſt thou ſcorn to turn thy Tail unto 
The Galliok Forge, or &iſb Hallaloo: 


But to the Guarded Gates thou didſt perſue; 


Thou was in Action when the numerous Foe 
Receiv<d at Brittus total Overthrow, 

And hadR him on thy Back who gave the Blow: 
When Ol:ve-Branch appear'd, and Wars did ceaſe, | 
And fam'd Hibernia Crown*d with wellcome Peace, 
Then high Diſputes aroſe concerning Spain, 

And &wope was Embroil'd in Wars again: 

But Honour call'd, and thou didſt ſoon Obey, 
And ſhew*dRt thy willingneſs, by pleaſing Neigh, 
To puſh once more thy Glory to perſue, 

And plant thy Lawrels in Germania too: 

Hockſtedt will neter forget thy Noble Name, 

And Donawert will always fing thy Fame: 

Thy Actions far ſurpaſs Great Caſar's Horſe, 
And Prgaſus more flow to run his Courſe: 
Nor had Bucepbalus more lofty Pride, 
Whom mighty Alexander used to ſtride. 


Althof 
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Althoꝰ thou art now grown Old, yet in thy Gate 
Thou dofft preſerve a grave Majeſtick State. 

If Annimals have Vertues, then there be 

Virtues uncommon Inherent ſtill in thee, 

Which Virtues do ſurpaſs, and far out-ſhine 8 


| Thy Fellow Annimals, if plac'd with thine, 
? | Moſt Noble, War-like, Lofty Harlequine, 
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Fortune Revetrs'd : 


| l. THE 
Miniſter's FAMILY Ruin d. 


HE Parſon s Dead, Death was unkind 
To ſnatch him hence, and leave behind 
His Widow with diſturbed Mind 
Eoſſeſſed: 


She who demanded Tythe from Sow, 
And from Church-Warden claim'd a Bow, 


dhe muſt ſubmit, cauſe ſhe is now 
Diſtreſſed. 


She who at a Chriſtening- Feaſt 

Could Prate, and Prattle with the Beſt, 

And be as apt to break a Jeſt 
As any: 


And in the Parſon's Life- time ſhe 
Receiv*d from all the bended Knee. 
And Treated with Civility 
By 1 many. 


(55) 


Church. Nardens Wife, to ſay the Truth, 
Would Curtſie make, and ſay, forſooth, 
Come to my Houſe, I'll pleaſe your Tooth 
With Dainttes : 


And Farmer's Wife would Curtſie make, 
And Honour her for Parſon's ſake, 
And Preſents make, againſt the Fake, 
In Plenty. 8 


Each Teoman 's Wife, in Lent, would bring 


A good Cod-Fiſh, or piece of Ling, 
A Furkey-Cock, or ſuch like thing, 
To Feaſt her: 


The Fones and Dolls, and Country Megs, 
And Fack and Tom, came making Legs, 
Each brings a Baſket fill'd with Eggs 
At Eafter 


But now the Parſon's gone from Home, 


He'll not return till Day of Doom; 


Another's placed in his Room, 
And Teaching: 


The Parſon's Wife ſhe is forgot, 
There comes no more for Spit or Fut, 
And this is all that ſhe has got, 

By Preaching, 
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(39) 
His pretty Daughter, as it's ſaid, 
At Boarding-School was nicely Bred, 


As &er was any Country Maid, 
At Chetley : 


A nimble Fellow came from France, 


Of whom ſhe Learn'd to Sing and Dance, 


Caper, Fall-Back, and Advance 
0 neatly. 


Ke likewife Taught her many a Song, 
And ſhow'd her Pricks both ſhort and long, 
And how to ſtop a Hole when Young, 
And ſhake it: 


He Learn'd her how to Tune a Lute, 
And likewiſe how to handle Plute, 
Moſt willingly, when ſhe cou'd do „ 
She d take it : | 


She Made Point, and ſhe could Sew, 
Raiſe Paſte as other Ladies do, 


And knew what e'er was fit to know, 
To Grace her : | 


But in the midſt of all her Pride; 


Alack-a-day, her Father Dyd, 


She Fainting fell, the Ladies cry'd 
Onlace ber: 


. 


Then 
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Then coming to herſelf, lays ſhe) . 
In ſtrip'd of all my Bravery :* 
My Father's Dead who gave to me 
My Learning. 


What ſhall I do? Where Hall I'rm? | 
My Father's Dead, and Friends Poe none 
I'm left unto my ſelf alone 
This Mormng. 


But being Youthful, Briſk, and Gay, 
Her Beauty ſuff ring no decay, 
She packs up her Gloaths, and comes away 
To th' City. 


When there, ſhe Waſh'd, and Lick'd her Face 


With Paint, to give't a Courtly Grace, 
Hoping ſome one might her Embrace 
For Pitty. 


All was the ſame, though ſhe lay down 
Upon the Floor, ox Bed of Down, 
She never wou'd refuſe a Crown 
For Riging: | 

4 

She'd every Day walk once or twice 
Near to the Park for Wine and Ice, 
At Night give Beveridge a Sie | 


For Jigng, 


(53) 
She long did uſe this Venus Trade, 
And paſt to Strangers for a Maid, 
Till Fretune prov'd to her a Jade, Tl 


In Fino: 


* 


A Handſome, Comely, Proper Man, 
Meeting her, he made a ſtand, 
Offering her, with Hat in Hand, 

Some Rino. 


This Gentleman, as ſome report, 
Had all the Breeding of the Court, 
And hadan Ae. bo Mind too Sport 
With Clorzs - 


But, Iack-a-day, ſhe knew him not, 
He was a Levite's Son, and got 
Lately, ſomething Piping-Hot, 

Near Story's ; 


Which he as freely did tranſmit 
To her, at Tavern near the Pit, 


Which forced her to a Spitting-Fit, 


To Eaſe her. 


Her Room was dark, the Windows cloſe, 
For three Weeks ſhe took no Repoſe, 
And yet there was no Doctors Doſe 
Would pleaſe her. 


(59) 


All her Silks and Furbelows, 
\nd Silver- Lace about her Toes, 


They all were Sold to fave her Noſe 
From falling. 


Yet ſhe does Ramble at her Will, 
ind with Tarpaulins Kiſs and Bill 


n Vapping, where ſhe follows ſtill 
Her Calling. 


His Son was ſent to Brezen-Nofe, 
To learn to Preach, but no one knows 


ow this poor E ad will compaſs Cloaths, 
r Eating: 


To Lend him Money all refuſe ; 
ſhe Cobler will not Mend his Shoes, 
ind Friends, to hear this diſmal News, 
\etreating. 


Phyloſophy, and all its Rules, 
e paſs'd, and divers other Schools, 
ind learn'd to prove the Wiſe were F ools 


y Logick 


And how to prove the Living, Dead, 
r that Roaſt-Beef was Barly-Bread ; 
r that a Kick upon your Head 

as no Kick. 
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A 
He could by Logick prove a Houſe 
Was Dog, or Cat, or that 2 Louſe 
Was bigger far than any Houſe 


I London. 


But now his Logick Phraiſe is fled 
And loſt, ſince jus Pater's Dead, 
Whoſe Pockets with Argentum Fleg, 
He's Undone. 


He leaves his Studies, eames to Town, 
And there he rambles up and down; 
Sometimes a Friend gives him a Crown 
For's Pocket: | 


He then runs to an Me-Houſe, where 
He ſits him down, and calls for Beer 
And who d'ye think ſhould fee him there 
But Dogget. | 


Sir, ſaid he, I think your Vit 

| & Genuine, and very fit | 
4 To make ſomething to pleaſe the Pit, 
| A Play, Sir: 


Then up he Starts, and makes a Bow, 
A Country one, I know not how, 
And takes his leave of him, and now 
Away, Sir. 
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80 Home he goes, and aims to Write 
\ Tragedy, but ſpoils it quite: 
His Play is Damn'd, and he but · rĩght 
Diſtracted :; 


80 now his Pains and Labour's loſt, 
But ſomething elſe diſturbs him moſt, 
It is a Debt he to his Hoſt 

ontracted. 


But being bold, and nothing fearing, 
He makes aſſay at Pamphletering, 


He Writes the Truth, but too mach cons, 
Ihe mighty : 


For which he is to Newgate ſent, 
And for deferved Puniſhment, 
Helis deny'd the Nouriſhment, 
de Vite. 


% 


And when the Juſtice Day 1s come, 
He is oblig'd to follow Drum; | 
Diſcharge his Pen, and Load his Gun, 
And Prime it: 


Now he has learn'd the Exerciſe, 
To Shoulder, Charge, to Reft, to Poiſe, 
To Club, and Face like other Boys, 
He'll time it. 


3 — ——— — - —_ 
. _—— * FY 


, | 
Now he can Hefor, Swear, and Lye, 
Stand Kick and Cuff, and Cog a Die, 
Or Fight the Bulls ſtanding by, 
At Tilting : 


Now he can Sing, and Rent, and Roar, 
Demand the Nino from a # bore, 
Or elſe he'll Kick her out of Door 


For Tilting. 
This he has learn'd in Marſhal-School, 


To Fight, according to the Rule, 


With Sword, or any War-like Tool, 
When Time is : 


Had he remain'd at Brazen-Noſe, 
He ne'er had known what now he knows, 


And might ha' been Bare-Ars'd, wanting Cloaths, 


Sic Finis. 
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A GREAT 


BATTLE 


FOUGHT BETWEEN 


IR O A N, 


G. Ls Turn-Spit, 
AND 


ROYAL GEN. 
| "7 
ARGUMENT. 

Roan being Drunk with Geneva, left his Ser- 


vice, and Sold Geneva about the Camp till 
ſuch time as he became a Bankrupt. 


— 


x (foot can but pitty poor unhappy Roan, 

That's no Man's Enemy unleſs his own: 
Arme ſay his Office was but Mean; yet Fate 
as plac'd ſome others 1 in a lower State : 


For 


1 . 
For Roan was plac'd i th. Kitchen, and his Poſt, 
Or Daily Office, was to rule the Roaft - 
He was the Primum Mobile to turn | 
The Spits like Speres about, leſt Fleſh ſhould burn: 
Superintendant, and the Overſeer 
Ofth* Racks and Tongs, and all the Kitchen Geer; 
Lord Baron Stove, and Knight o*th* Dripping- Pax, 
And bore a mighty Sway ofer * Mary Ann; 
Maſter ofth* Fagget- Pile, and had the Charge 

| Ofth* Coals; and his Commiſſion ran at large, 
To Chaſe away all Curs who durſt preſume 
To come into his Precin&s, the Cooking-Room. 


Theſe were his high Commands; but to purſue, 
His Table was Inferiour unto few ; 
For Roan had many a choice and dainty Bit, 
Things ſcarce, Things dear, Things rare, videlicet. 
He had Peaſe in May, and Lamb at Candlemas, 
And in December Roan had Sparragraſs ; 
Green-Geeſe, and Gooſberry-Sance and Mathril, 
And other Things more rare in April; 
Turkeys of two Months Old, and for Deſarts 
He*d Ne@arines, Apricots, and Cherry-Tarts : 
Nor did his Table fail, amongſt the reſt, 
Of Joints of Fatted Calf and Mutton“s Brea; 
Veniſon he had by Wholeſale, Ducks and Cocks, 
Plumb-Puddirg too, and Roaſted Loins of Ox; 
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Cory” 
His Table wanted nothing fit to Eat, 
Nor Fiſh, nor Fowl, or any ſort of Meat, 8 


But ſtored with Rarities, and was compleat. 


Yet Roan, as by his Looks a Man may gueſs, 

In Eatables nefer plac'd his Happineſs : 

His chiefeſt Pride and Love conſiſted in 7 

The Liquid Gutt'ral Subſtance, Royal. Gen; 8 

Brother to Brandy, tho' the Younger Twin: | 

And when his Fleſh was Scorch'd with burning 
[ Heat, 


And's greaſie Part diſſolv'd itſelf in Sweat, 
When his poor Skin was parch'd, and Ilook'd as 
e, | [Red 
As Hide of Roaſted Pig, or Toaſted Bread, 
Then, *cauſe his Lungs, his Liver, and his Heart 
t. JWith's Fleſb and Skin ſhould bear an equal part, 
He'd call a Cup of noble Royal Gen, 
And take it down to Stew himſelf within 
But took too large a Doſe at his Expences, n 
Which Tore his Purſe, and Stupify'd his Senſes; 
Burnt and deſtroy'd his Cloaths, then did aſcend, 
And bred a Civil-War in's Upper- End; 
Lull'd Senſe aſleep, made Pericran um dull, 
Plunder'd his Brain, ſo left an empty Skull; 
Cramp'd his Judgment, beat him from his Poſt, 
And plac'd a Flanderkin to rule the Roaſt. 


But Rooy, whoſe Courage ne er was known to 


CLaail, 


Reſolved to make Rar ox to Goal: 


CY 
8o he attack'd the mighty Gen, and took 

And made him Priſoner with Silver Hook, 

And has Confined him from the Light o'th* Say, 
Within the ſmall Precincts of Little-Tun: 

But Roan 1s Cautious how he lets him out, 

For fear of being attack'd the other Bout. 

Gen's in Captivity, and muſt remain , 
A Slave to Roar, and Roan he muſt maintain, 
Till he's reſtor'd him to his Poſt again. 


Cupid 
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Cupid Abdicated: i 


DIALOGUE 


BETWEEN. 


Cuelp and a CAPTAIN. 
SHEWING, | 


he Folly of LOVE, and the Honour 
rhat is gaind by W AR. 


Cupid, 4 Tag LL me, raſh Youth, what means this baſe 

| | Retreat? 
Why now ſo Frigid? Where's thy wonted Heat? | 
Advance once more; with Courage take the Field, "> 
Attack with kind Amours to make her yield. 1 


Captain, Who's that which Speaks? Cupid. Is 1 
[me my Darling Boy ; 1 
Iam the Introducer of thy Foy. | 


F 2 Capt, 
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Capt. Then is thy Name Great Mars, or doſt thou 
[bear 


Bellona s Name, who Goddeſs is of Var ? 

Or art thou Mighty Alexander's Ghoſt; 

Or Captain General of Brittain's Hoſt ? 

Or elſe art thou the Mighty Prince Eugene? 
Or what's thy Name? Or what is't you mean? 


Cupid. Haſt thou ſo ſoon forgot thy Sov'reign Prince, 
To whom thou ought}? to yield Obedience? 


Cupid's my Name : I can by Title prove 
My ſelf to be th adored God of Love; 


And was ador d, and worſhip'd once by thee; 
To me thou took'ſt an Oath of Fealty, C 
Of true Obedience, and o Loyalty. 2 


Cap. Oh! Maſter Cupid, is it you? I own 
I was your Subject once, but now I'm none. 


Cupid. Fhat ! not my Subject, baſe Deſerting Knave * 
Dot rather fancy to become a Slave 
Unto a Prince, whoſe Subjects ev'ry Hour 
Submit themſelues to Arbitrary Power, 


- 


VV hilt mine do Live moſt free, and nnconfind, 


Vit hout the Limits of a Prince's Mind : 
Whoſe WilPs bis Law, what he Commands he'll have, 


And Triumphs over thoſe be makes his Slaves: 


Then do, raſh Touth, let me the reaſon know 
Why Cupid is become thy mortal Foe ? 
Or whot it was induc'd thy feeble Heart 


To run away, and act the Coward's part? 
| 8 OOTY Capt, 


= 
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Capt. III let thee know, Oh! cruel Cupid, why, 
And what the Reaſon was that made me fly: 
And why I have with Cupid broke my Word; 
And why exchang'd thy Service for a Sword. 
Firſt, mighty Cupid, thou didſt give Command, 
That I ſhould Kiſs the Lady Silvias Hand, 
And that thou would'ſt pierce her with wounding 
Dart, 
And force her to ſurrender me her Heart; 
Thy Orders I did execute, and I 
Did paſs her Door, and as I paſſed by 
I ſaw a Glimpſe of Silvia peeping thro” 
The Chriſtial Glaſs, as ſhe was wont to do, 
Which piercing Sight methought did wound my 
Heart, 
And warmer made my Blood thro' ev'ry Part: 
I paz'd, and look'd, but gently paſſing by, 
And not content, turn'd back again to {py 
My Heart did guide my Eyes, I did behold 
A Charming Female (of the fineſt Mould) 
Thro' open Caſement, nothing left to ſcreen 
Her Beauty from my Eyes, not Fan between, 
Nor Maſe or Glove, nor the approaching Night, 
Nor Foggy Miſts, did intercept my Sight: 
Then I beheld with eager Eyes, and gaz d; 
Like one that's Thunder: ſtruck, I ſtood amaz d, 
And thought it was ſome Angel from Above, 
Or that ſne might the Goddeſs be of Love; 
I view'd her Face, examin d ev'ry Part, 
And found it had receiv'd no Painter's Art: 


85 . Her 
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Her Face was ſomewhat Oval, Plump, and Clear, 


And on her Chin a dimple did appear: 


Her Cheeks were void of Artificial Red, 

But were by that of Nature over-ſpread : 

Her Lips, her Noſe, her Mouth, each had its Grace, 
And right proportion'd were unto her Face. 

But Oh! her Perſerating Eyes (which darting Fire) 
Did raiſe the Extacy of Love the higher; 
They pierc'd my yielding Heart by Magick ſpray, 
Lull'd Senſe aſleep, and bore the Prize away. 
While I ſtood gazing on her lovely Face, 

She turn d about her Head with ſuch a Grace 

As would tranſported Fove, had he been there, 
And made his Juno drop a Jealous Tear: 

Had ridged Monk, or ſtrict Cat huſian Fryar, 

But ſeen this Sight, t had ſet their Hearts on Fire; 


And they'd have thrown aſide the ſacred Robes, 


And Cloath'd themſelves with Nice and Beauiſh 
| Modes; 
Forſake their Vows, and Libertines become, 

And hazard Baniſhment from Chriſtendome, . 


And for her ſake renounce the Church of Rome. 
Then, how could I do leſs than Sacrifice 


My Heart to Silvia's lovely charming Eyes, C 
Which had the attracting Power to ſurprize? 
Whilſt T thus gaz'd, methought her Eyes did dart 
Themſelves on me, to wound again my Heart: 
Then I, like Dedalus, preſum'd to fly 

With Wings of Love, to mount me up on high ; 

J lifted up a Foot, and ſpread my Arms, 

and thought to fly to her attracting Charms: 


. 
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I ſtrove to mount, in vain, but quickly found 


My Body was too Groſs, and on the Ground, 

In naſty Kennel, where I lay a while, 

Till pee ping up I ſaw my Silvia Smile; 

I took it for a Token of her Grace, 

Which made me nimbly mount from dirty Place; 
Then made a Bow, and toſs'd my Wig about; 
Nay, kiſs'd my Hand, and lug”d my Swff-Box out; 
I took a Pinch, then made a Penſive Motion, 

And beat my Breaſt like Spaniard at Devotion: 
Whilſt I thus made theſe Antick Tricks ith* Street, 
She turn'd about, and made a ſoft retreat. 3 
Thus vaniſh'd from my Sight, I, like the Dove, 
Did mourn the Abſence of my wiſh'd for Love: 
My Heart receiv'd a Fainting from each Pore, 

And my poor Body too was ſeiz d all o'er 

With Cold, and Trembling, unaccuſtom'd Heats, 
Now Cold as Ice, and then with melting Sweats, 
And all my Frame of Nature ſeem'd to be 
Revers'd, and ſeiz'd with ſhaking Agony : 

My Longing, Wiſhing Eyes o'er-flow'd with Tears, 
And Panting Heart receiv'd uncommon Fears: 
And as the Provis-Roſe, which ſeems to Mourn, 
Shuts up its Leaf Yth' Abſence of the Sum, 

Silvia's retreat on me did work the ſame, 

Shut up my Heart in Grief, and tortur'd Pain : 

I ſtay'd expecting ſhe'd return again, 

And gaz'd with Longing Eyes, but all in vain; 
For {he with-drew herſelf, as I ſuppoſe, [= 
To nouriſh Nature by a ſoft Repoſe: 
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T waited till the wakeful Watchman ſaid, 
 Paff Twelve a Clock; then I went Home to Bed: 
No ſooner was I lay'd, but there aroſe 
A mighty Storm, my Reſt to diſcompoſe , 
A Sea of Love I found within my Breaſt, 
With ſwelling Billows to diſturb my Reſt : 
I then Invok'd the Great and Mighty Fove, 
'To ceaſe this Hurricane of Wracking Love : 
My Senſes too, like Sailers, play'd their part, 
Apply'd their Skill, Dexterity, and Art, 
Then put in uſe a large Somnif rus Pill, 
And ſtrove to furl the Main-Sail of my Will. 
Like Boatſwain, Pericranium gave Command, 
And plac'd at the Helm a Skillful Hand, 
Who put his Art in uſe, but all in vain, | 
Such Surges roſe on my diſturbed Brain: | ; 


I ro]Fd, and turn'd, and toſs d about the Bed, 

And calFd on thee, Great Cupid, too for Aid: 

Ten thouſand times I ſtrove, this tedious Night, 
To drive her lovely Idea from my Sight: ; 
I thonght it long Sol had obſcur'd his Face, 
And call'd on Phoſphorus to mend his Pace: 

I wild my ſelf a thouſand times to be 

On Aina's Top, or in the Frozen Sea, 

Under the Pole, or near the Torrid Zone, 

Among the Turks, nay, in the World unknown ; 

Or any where, provided I might be 

Once more Unchain'd, and ſet at Liberty: 

Ido confeſs thou did'ſt vouchſafe to ſend, 

To mittigate my Grief, a Female Friend. 


Chear 
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Chic up, good Sir, ſaid ſhe, I underſtand 
Ju want to Kiſs the 2 Silvia's Hand - 
Rouze up your Spirits, caſt your Sorrows by, 
TI kindly introduce thee to that Joy: 

But let me tell you, Sir, it's my Affair 

To go betwixt a Kind and Loving Fair; 

And if the Females Obſtinate, I know 

How and which way to bring her to your Bom: 
If ſhe be Stiff, and Stubborn to be bent; 

I make her Flexible by Argument : 

If Covetous, I'll let her know that you 

fre Prince of Mexico and Rich Peru: 

If ſhe's Affective, then I'll let ber know 

lou are a Great and Celebrated Beau: 

If ſhe be Toung, I'll ſoon perſwade her to- 

I Old, Fm ſure ſhell not refuſe to dott : 

If Beautiful, preſent a Diamond-Ring, 
Watch beſet with Pearls, or ſuch like Thing 
If ſhe's Devout, beſure obſerve ber Motion, 
And bear her Company to her Devotion 

And as you paſs the Poor beſtow your Alms, 
And bear a Chorus with her, Singing Pſalms : 
But if ſhe's Wanton, work by other ways, 

Take ber in your Coach to fee the Plays ; 
Place ber i*th* Box, where ſhe affes to Sit 
Io be admir*d by the Beaus th Pit; 

Then Tavern Treat ber when the Play is done ; 
Conduct her to ber Houſe, and ſhe*s your own - 
And if ſhe*s Rich and Vary, then will I 

Exert my Rhetorick, and will imploy 


II let her know your Parts, and that you*ve been 


Befare ſpeak well of me, as you know how. 


054.) 


My flrongef Arguments to work Perſwaſion, 
And Swear, and Lye, when &er I find Occaſion + 


Bred up to th* Common-Law at Lincolns- Inn; 
A ſober, ſolid Tonth, of Parts and North, 

A Gentleman of high Extract, and Birth; 
Handſome and Toung, and fit to yield Delight, 
And Primo Genitor of Baron-kmght : 

Then know, moſt Gen rous Touth, I can perſwade 
A Rich, a Coy, or any ſort of Maid; 2 
But when IT ſerve a Jouth, like you, of Senſe, 

I do expect to have a en 


By all means; ſaid I, I ſtood not long, 
My Fingers were as nimble as her Tongue: 7 
I thruſt my Hand in Pocket, and lag'd- out 
Twenty Guineas I think, or there about 0 
Miſtreſs Crafty, quoth I, be true to me; 

See here is ſomething for Detaining Fee. 

Go on; Perſwade, and when the Work i Is done, 
You may expect from me a greater Sum: 
Her willing Hand was ready to receive, 

And I as urgent ſhe ſhould take her leave: 
Away ihe went, I cry*d God ſpeed the Plow, 


Tes, yes, ſaid ſhe, and went away in haſte; : 
No Doe was ever ſeen to run fo faſt. 
The Wonder-wark Gold, I gave a gueſs, 
Was much addition to her Nimblenefs : 
Then I invok*d again the Mighty Fove, . | 
J inſpire Silvias Heart with Ardent Love: 
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waited with Impatience and Concern, ' 
xpecting my Sollicitreſs*s return: 

t length I ſaw her coming, then was I 

puff; d up with Hopes, tranſported too with Joy: 
\s ſoon as ſhew drew near, I ca{l*d, and ſaid 
What News? What Tydings from the Charming 
[Maid 


will ſne admit of me to Viſit her? 
Do'ſt think I may become a Conqueror ? 
Make haſte; expreſs thy ſelf; I long to hear: 


Don't keep me in ſuſpence, *twixt Hope and Fear. 


Hold; ftay raſh Toutb, ſaid ſhe, firft creep, then go, 
Hels not with ſo much eaſe brought to your Bow : 
This Night a Publick Ball's kept in tbe Strand, 
Where you may have *acceſs to Silvia“ Hand. 


Good News; faid I, in Perſon L'Il be there, 
And pleaſe my ſelf with Dancing with my Dear: 
Then nimbly mounting to my Dreſſing-Roam, 
And taking from my Trunk a rich Perfume, 

To Gloves and Handkerchief. it was apply*d, 
Unto my Coat, and other Cloaths beſide ; 

My Breeches too, beſprinkled were all ofer, 

To render me more taking than before: 

Cauſe nothing ſhould appear in me amiſs, 

My Neighbour Tonſor came and fmooth*d my Phia; 
In handſome Rings he Curl'd my Wig all round, 
And Powder*d it with more than half a Pound; 
My Footman too, with rich and coftly Lumps 


r * Butter, greas'd my wo Pumps 3 M 
y 
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My Legs were * with Scarlet, circled round 
With Gold-Galloom, with Toſſels hanging down; 
Nor was I Dreſsẽd until my Sword was ty'd 
With rich Embroider'd Zone unto my Side; 
Nor was my Sword compleat untill the Hilt 
(Which was of fineſt Silver double Gilt) 
Was grac'd with Ribbons, pendant to my Knee, 
And bunch*d above, as A. la- mode Paris; 
Nor did I want my Modern faſhion*'d Mnf, 
Nor Poynt Cravat in Pleats like Antient Ruff: 
I being thus Equip*d, approach*d the Glaſs, 
And view d my Legs, my Body, and my Face, 
And thought there ſeem*d in me that Mean and Ait, 
And Comely Grace, enough to Charm the Fair : 
And then retreating from the Glaſs, I heard 
My Coachman call, and Ready was the Word. 
$ My Chart being ready, down I came, 
And with Activity did mount the ſame ; 
. Nor did I want a Sett of Links to ſhow 
The World I was no common fort of Beau. 
Drive on my Lad, ſaid I, God ſpeed the Plow z 
She can't Reſiſtance make; have at her now. 
No ſooner had I gave my Man Command, 
But it was executed, Whip in Hand; 
My Horſes ſeem'd as willing to improve 
Thoſe happy Minutes granted me to Love: 
They ſeem' d to Sympathize, and bear a part 
With me in Love, as if they knew my Heart; 
They ran in full Career, and tore along, | 
So forc d their Paſſage thro* the mighty Throng, 


As 


} 
} 


| 


] 
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\s if they were poſleſs*d with Jealouſie; 


They threw down all they thought might Rival me. 


Wanthus and Zthon could no faſter run, 
Who draws the Charfot of the glorious Sun: 
Nor had Bucephalus more lofty Pride, 
Whom mighty Alexander us*'d to Ride. 


Few Moments being paſs*d, my Gilded Sphere 
Vhich was drove on by Love in full Career) 
Finiſh*d that preſent Courſe, and came before 
ſhe wiſh*d for Place, the celebrated Door; 
lighting from my Coach, I did preſume _ 
lo move Gradatim to the Dancing- Room: 
Epen led the Van, and order'd Panick-Fear 
"Fo be immur'd with rude Deſpair 1fth* Rear: 
tiring the Room, I look*d about, and ſaw 
Multitude, all Subjects to thy Law, 


Ill Bound, and Fetter*d faſt by thy Command, 


ke miſerable Captives, Hand to Hand; 

put yet methought it was a pleaſing Sight, | 
Jo ſee them hug their Chains with ſuch Delight, 
hich made me look, and gaze the Room about, 


ind ſeek to find the Lady Silvia out : 


viewed each Female*s Face, but could not find 


Je Sovfreign Balm for my Diſtrected Mind, 


ill at the length my Eyes (by happy Chance) 


fov'd towards the Door, and ſaw her to Advance, 


en were my Senſes Charm'd to ſee her Face, 
fear was Caſhier'd, and Hope poſſeſs*d its Place: 


he Mufick ſtriking up with Airy Tunes, 
th Boreys, Minevees, and Regadoons, 


n 


1 
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I did preſume to touch her lovely Hand, 
And Swore my ſelf to be at her Command: 
Madam, ſaid I, let me the Favour crave, 
That you would Dance with me, your Captif, 
[ Slay 
At which ſhe Bluſh'd, and Panſing ſtood a while, 
Then granted my Demand, and with a Smile: 
Being thus agreed, we made aſſay to Dance 
A Foreign Mineve, twas made in France; 
But French, or Spaniſh, or from Italy, * 
Scotch, Dutch, or Engliſh, twas the ſame to me: 
I kept no Time t' th* Tune, nor knew I when 7 
To Slip, or Slide, or turn about agen; 
But ſtill obſerv'd, and made it all my Care 
To turn and gaze upon the Charming Fair, 
Who, like a Goddeſs, mov'd with ſuch a Grace, | 
Enough to Charm a Fove, if in my Place; . 
She kept due time, and did by Judgment move, | 
But my dull Motion ftill was tim'd by Love, 
She Danc'd, I follow'd her, till at the length, þ 
Tho Time ſeem d ſhort to me, ſhe fail'd of Streng 0 
So we betook ourſelves unto our Stools 
To ſee a Dance perform d by other Fools, 


1 


1A 

1 1 
The Ball being at an End, I did preſume * 

To wait on Silvia to her Lodging Room: |, 

Nor did I fail my Paſſion to diſcover, B 

| With all the Symptoms of a Wounded Lover: . 
I Sighing, ſaid twas ſhe I did adore; 


| I'S 
I graſp'd her Hand, and Kiſs'd it o'er and o'er; j 


(79) 
nd lug'd it to my Breaſt, where lay the Pain, 
Then with Submiſſion kiſs'd it o'er again, 


und Vow'd, and Swore a thouſand times to be 
ptißervant and Slave to none but only ſhe. 
lay Dear, ſaid I, I humbly do conceive 
le, xou'll term it Rudeneſs, if I aſk your leave + 
lo pay my Viſits, now and then to ſhow 

low much I do to Love and Beauty Owe. 

Her Anſwer ſavour'd of a Non- Conſent; 

Tet in her Eyes I read Encouragement ; 

, like the bold Beſieger, then wrought on 
Io raiſe a Work to plant my Guns upon : 
Fortify'd this Work with Eloquence, 
And drew a Parallel of fair pretence; 

My Gabions too were filFd with noble Birth, 
© Not like the vulgar Sort with common Earth; 
The Batt*ries being rais'd, I did begin 
ve, To play upon her Eyes, her Lips, and Chin; 
Nor would I ſuffer her to take her Reſt, 

But thtew my Hand. granades into her Breaſt ; 
et ſhe repuls'd me thrice, by divers ways, 

And beat me from the Horn- Mork of her Stayes; 
. ſeeing this, reſolv'd once more to try 
ro mollify her Heart, or elſe to Die; 

o I made Tryal of an am'rons Muſe, 
With all the melting Language Poets uſe; 

But yet my Rhimes on her had no effect, 
r? might as well have wrote in Avrabeck; 
Il put in uſe once more my ready Quill, 
erz And drew an Abſtract of my Father's Will, 


ö 


e 


Which 


Wich ſhe receiv'd, yet this Ungrateful Maid, 
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Which ſhew'd I had a Country-Houſe at Lamm, 
Well Tenanted, at Ninety Pounds per Anm, 
Beſides another Farm of twice that worth ; 
I being Heir at Law, it came by Birth, 
Which I'd inſtate on her for term of Life, 
Tf ſhe'd conſent to be my lawful Wife; - 
That was not all, I'd Goods and Chattels too, h 
With Walks of ſtately Oaks as ever grew: | 
My Granſir Fox, Deceas'd, had ſcrap'd together þ 
A good round Sum he'd got by Tanning Leather; 
His Barns were cram'd with Bark, and left beſides 
A Stock of Hair, and Pits well fll'd with Hides; |, 
With Bonds, and Leaſes, Item, many a Bill; 7 
And all his Worth he left to me by Will: 7 
But twas in vain to Write of ſtored Barns, 
Of Bills, and Bonds, or Mortgages, or Farms, 
Of ſtately Promenades, or Country-Houſe, 1 
She'd not atall conſent to be my Spoufe. 1 
I Mortgag'd Lammm Farm, with all its Grounds, J 
For a Thouſand one Hundred and Ninety Pounds, Jr 
To purchaſe for her rich and coſtly Things, 
As Jewels, Lockets, Watch, and Diamond-Rivgs 


With whom I was in Love, and thus betray'd, + 
Made no return of Love, but till I found 15 
Inſtead of Eaſe, the deeper ſtill the Wound; | 

I then reflecting « on the Scorn and Pride 
Of ſhe I ſo long Courted for a Bride: 
Which if poſſeſs d, I might, perhaps, like ſome } 
Been Crown d with th. uſual marks of Cuckoldom 


| An 


And be a Subject to her Pride and Scorns, 1 
nd, Ad æon like, ſubmit my ſelf to Horns; 
und forc'd to ſneak into a Corner when 

Phe Lends my proper Goods to other Men; 

Nor aſk that civil Queſtion, where haſt been; 
Pr in what Company have you been in? 

Nor when ſhe Viſits, limit her to time; 

Pr when ſhe Scolds, to ſay it is a Crime : 

Then ſhe Commands, my Purſe muſt ready be 

ſo furniſh her with A-la-mode Paris : 

Fnot, ſhe Frowns, ſhe Pouts, and there's no "R 0 

1 ind her Out · rag ous Tongue will never ceaſe, 

Till Gold, the ſov'reign Balſam, gives it Eaſe. 8 
Theſe Thoughts broke off the Chains, and ſet me free 
From Love $ RY Power and Drudgery. 


1 


11 left the fooliſh Toy cla "Oy to thoſe 
ho for Dame Venus hazard loſs of Noſe. 
, Jheard Great Mars to call, and I Obey'd; 
d d enter d Volunteer for Britain's Aid; 
Ind ſince which time my Stars have been moſt kind, 
And nothing now runs counter to my Mind: 
ere I live Eaſy, Uncontroul'd, and Free, 
Ind Great Bellona ſeems to favour me: | 
y Lawrels now are Flourifhing and Green; 
ud my Deſerts are Water'd by the Queen: ; 
fere I raife Trophies to Poſterity, | 
hd thoſe that hear my Fame do honour mes 
kre's no affected Look, no Scring, no Scrape, 
om need of whining Words, or monkey Gape, 
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No Watch, no Ring, or other glitt'ring Toy, 
To force Good Humour in a She that's Coy: 
No Jealous Thoughts do now diſturb my Breaſt, 
Or fear of her Diſpleaſure curbs my Reſt ; 
No Waiting-Maid to Bribe, or Coach t Pay, 
Or Seranading Charges to Defray ; :- 
My Moments ſweetly ſlide away by Night, 


With Fellow Officers I build a Bowl, 
Whilſt Drums and Muſick elevate my Soul; 


My Sword's a Spouſe more conſtant than a Bride, 


And always true and truſty by my Side, 

It will eſpouſe my Cauſe, when e er I meet 
With Sturdy, Ill-bred Raſcals in the Street, 
And make thy puny Slaves to fly before 

Its piercing Point, or pin them to the Door. 
Then who would be thy Slave, Pm ſure not , 
d rather by a Gallick Hand to Die: 

But I am none, nor will Jever be 

To ſuch a Mercenary Prince as thee; 

Let who will ſuch become, Great Mars for me. 


Whilſt ſprightly Trumpets charm me with Delight: 


7 


0 


OF A 


Country Election, 


T the time of the Year when Cittizens Wives 
Do flock to the Vell, to preſerve their dear 
{Livey 
With Purgative Salts, to 2 them to Piſſing, 
And make their Receptacles ſweeter for Kiſſing: 
When their Buff colour d Daughters kept a great 


1a [Pother, 


Whilſt their Hornify'd Fathers, who love to be ſtirx· 


(ring, 
| | Were mounted on Kephills, with Whipping and Spur- 


[rings 
As fierce as e e for none can be bolder 


Than he that's intit led to be a Freeholder; 


Whilft trotting they were to Counties reſpedtive, 


To 55 in their Votes 8 the Members , | 
2 * 


a 


| By ban to whiten themſelves with their Mothers, 


„ 
I at that time did take an Occaſion 
To trudge to a Town in the Weſt of our Nation £ 
Por better Sounds ſake it is call'd Corporation: I 
Then cocking my Beaver, I boldly did venter 
To a noble fine Inn, in the great Market's Center, 
I calF'd to the Drawer for Bread, and for Cheeſe, 
Who anſwering, ſaid, Ion may have what you pleaſe. 
I believe, by your Garb, you're a Gentleman bred, 
So PII tell you the Truth, and no more's to be ſaid: 
Here's Chickens, and Rabbits, and a delicate Diſh 
Of Venſon that's Roaſted, and all forts of Fiſh; 
Beer by whole Tuns, and Wine that will For. qe, 
Drink if you pleaſe untill you are Boſty : 
Sir John and his Worſhip are pleaſed, this Day, 
*. treat all that comes, and they . muſt pay. 


mY it fo then, ſaid I, ſince all Things are, Gratis, 
PH ſtuff out my Vem, my Paunch ſhall have Satis: 
The Drawer I took at firſt for a Jeſter, 
Yet nevertheleſs I tip'd him a Teaſter. 
He Smilingly took it, and uſher'd me in 


J0o a Gluttonous Place, to a Room full of Sin: 


His Worſhip, the Mayor, was a Weaver by Calling, 
I thought him a Lawyer, he kept ſuch a Bawling : 
The Aldermen ſat moſt demurely to hear | 
What the Oracle ſpoke from the Worſhipful Chair. 


Such Company ſure I never did fall-in : 8 


Says he, This Zur John is a well-ſpoken Mon 
As om #th* Country, deny it who con- | 


| 


| CF 
He's woundily Witty ;, they zay he did Tauk, 

In the Parliament-Houſe about Taxing of Chauk : 
And if it be zo; then, Neighbours, we muſt 


| N#er buy omy Chauk, nor give onmmy Truſt; 


Then Trading will mend, God bleſs him he ſpoke ont, 
But there is zome others, they zay make a Joke ont: 
They zay be's Low-Church, let um zay what they 
[ pleaſe, 
He's an honoft good ths: their Tongues will ne er ceaſe 
Till they re brought before me, I'm a Juſtice of Peace. 


That's true, honeft Brother, quoth Alderman, Snobe, 


Zome People they equalize ond us with Job: 


| Let me tell ye, dear Brethren, it is my Zuppinion, 
| There's reaſon in Roaſting an Egg or an Onion: 


Then who won d not give their Voices for zuch Men 


| 4s are true to the Queen, and wound) good Church 


[men* 
T ove = thoſe Men that do Church it on « Zunday, 
And, Hypocrite like, to a Baudy-Houſe on Monday. 
No, no, nor I, quoth Old Alderman Tamer, 
Zatan . bath Lifted auch under his Banner. 
Let me tell ye, there's zome about the great Zitty 
Of London are Wicked, the more is the pitty : 


And bis Worſhip, the Squire, we'll put um together : 
May they Live, may they Thrive, and proſper for ever J 
Bravely perform d, ſays the Clerk of the Town, 

TI pledge it my ſelf tbo it flies in my Crown. 


Here's a Health to Zur John, chill gulge it however, 2 


| G 3 
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The Clerk Sings. 


\ V 2 a Bumper in my Hand, 


And my Knee to the Ground, 


And ſo let this Health 
Go merrily round. 


Theſe are the Men 
| That made us good Laws , 

And ſuch Men as theſe 
ball bave our Applauſe. 


Long Live the Sgnire, 
And likewiſe Zur John; 


Drink their Healths, 


Toſs the Glaſs every one. 


: Follow me, vollow me, 


Do as I have done, 
Till Wine makes nr 


V aces ſhine like the Zun. 


—— 


The the Worſhi pful Mayor took | me by the 
| [Hand, | 
ene Zur, I preſune, and do underſtand, 


The Glaſſes went round from one to another, 
with Four in a Hand, and made ſuch a Pother, 
They with Smoaking and Drinking their Senſes 


* ſmother. 


7 * {: | 


e Hans 


e 
That you are a Stranger, pray do not refuſe, 
At our Requeſt, to tell us ſome News. 


Excuſe me, quoth-I : Ve wont, ſays a Thatcher; 
Uds-zooks we muſt hear it, ſays Stich-up the Patcher, 
Why then, quoth I to the Ignorant Crew, 
I Read in a Paper, it's ſome time ago, 
That the Muſes were fled, and all of them gone 
To dwell at Parnaſſus, and drink Hellicon; 
I likewiſe did Read it was five Hours Journey 
From Tournay to Liſte, and from Liſle unto Tournay , 
And what was more ſtrange, the Scheld and the Lis 
Were both ſeen in Ghent, and each other did kiſs; 
And a Party of Horſe were ſeen to come over, 
By the help of Cork. Shoes, from Dunkirk to Dover, 
And that the Egyptians were likely to ſpoil us, 
By topping with Fan Cakes the River of Nilus ; 
And that other ſtrange News the ſame Courier 
| (brought, 
How that Jacket: and Red-Coats were Forty a Groat · 
I told them, likewiſe, twas related a Monday 
That L—5s was Grand Pappa to Burgundy; 
All this I affirm'd, but had like to've forgot, 
Of a Curſad Deſign, they talk d of a Plot. 
Beneath London. Bridge, they ſay there was found | 
Ten Barrels of Oat-Meal, hid cloſe to the Ground, 
With a Match that was burning, to blow up together 
The Bridge and the Monument, God knows whether. 


þ 
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be Zur, quoth the Mayor, what Mind were they An 


got mt 
y parcel of Rogues, they'll be Hang d for their Plotting : 
Beſides, let me tell ye, it is of Concern, 


If the Bridge is Blown up, the Hale will bury, 
Plotters, Deſtroyers, the Devil may Rot um, 
They'll fire the Wooll-Sacks that lie at the Bottom. 


Then went a Health round to his Worſhip's good 
Lady, 
To the "Squire his Son, that pretty ſweet Baby; 
Whach done, they ſoon ſtarted another Diſcourſe, 


Concerning Cork-Shoes and the Party of Horſe, 5 


But the Vicar approach'd in Canonical Robe, 
Tatter'd and Ragged, an Emblem of 7b 

He led on the Van of a mighty great Train 

Of Aldermen's Wives, that were Hot in the Brain; 
Jo bring up the Rear, the Mayoreſs came after, 


For ſhe halted ſome time to ſcatter her Water ; 8 [ 


No more of Cork-Shoes, this ended the matter, 


Thus the Vicar began, with Learned Oration, 
Jo ſtate out the Caſe of the Church and the Nation; 6 
T never like Men which carry two Face; 
 Theyre like unto Mules, half Horſes, balf Aſſes; 
They re Hetrogenus, and unfit to Breed on, 

Nor wort hy the Meat or Drink that they Fred o on; 
Or like London Scullers, the more is the pitty, 
Mat Look at White-Hall, and Row to the wy: 


- 
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bel And muſt ſuch Men as theſe I mention be Choſen, 


n 


1 


2d 


| boſe Hearts are a _—_ ; and whoſe Tongues ave 


L. ; 
Decriped and Old, their 2 7s gone : 
What ſay you, good Women, are you for Sir John? 
Or his Worſhip the Squire, who broke bis Wife's Noſe, 


And abandons her Bed, and will buy ber no Cloaths; 


Nay, he beat bis Cook-Maid for Kiſing in Lent ; 
Shall Sir John or the Squire to London be ſent £ 
T adviſe the contrary, and ſo does my Clerk," 


| And our Neighbour the Farmer that dwells in the Park: 
. think ye of Chooſing Sir Chriſtopher Prim? 


He's a Proper Toung Man, give your Voices for bim; 
And Sir Pimlico Court- all, to tell you the Truth, 
He's a Noble, a Sprightly, and Generous Touth : 

So he is, ſays a Woman, upon my dear Life; 
Tho I am but Poor, and a Cobler's Wife, 

As be paſs'd down the Street, though I thougbt he bad 
| [miſs d me» 
He Smilingly came, and Obligingly Kiſs'd me; 

He always has been to my Huſband a Friend, 

He ſent him an Old Pair of Boots for to Mend 

And the very fi time be came to the Town, 
For a Pair of Heel- Pieces he gave him a Crown, 


— 


For which very reaſon you well may ſuppoſe, 5 
Pu do what I can that be may be Choſe, 8 


And Curſe of all them that do him Oppoſe. 


| Then Mrs. May reſs did an Occaſion 
To belch forth, with Hiccups, her Female Oration, 


Neighbour 


Vas a Generous Garmin, Gallant and Trim : 


For want of Toung Men, then III be content 


(9 
Neighbour Jordan, ſaid ſhe, I plaink do tell ye, 
My Huſband one time kick'd me on the Belly, 


Becauſe that I aver d, that Sir Pimblico Prim 


T ſuppoſe that bis Worſhip, my Lie-by, is Fealouſe, 
Becanſe that he catch d him with me at an Ale-Honſe; 
Be it ſo; be it not; I care not a Fart, 


He ſhall give him his Vote, or I'll tear out bis Heart. 


Thus Alderman Pinch-Belly's Wife did begin 
To give her Advice, firſt cocking her Chin, 
Neighbours, ſaid ſhe, then clinching her Fiſt, 
They're gallant Toung Gentlemen xure as cer Piſt - 
Sir John and the Squire zure never ſhall have 
A good Word from me, nor the Vote of my Slave: 
If fumbling Vife-Beaters to London are ſent, 


That my Huſband be Choſe, his Qualifications, 
And Title *s as good as moſt in the Nation. 


The Wann then ſwore, by the Truncheon i 

| Mary 

| That if any Old Cuckold ſhould hang back an Arſe, 
And not give bis Vote for ſuch gallant Towns Men 
. That con d pleaſure the Women again and again, 
They'd Drub the Old Hides of ſuch Cuckoldly Coxcombi 
Make Scoops of their Shanks, like thoſe made i 
[ Ox Bonts | 

Bore Holes in their Sculls, and cut of their Tails, | 
And turn them a-drift to the Mountains of Wales. 


Say | 


68919 
ys the Worſhipful Mayor, and Alderman Tamur, 
har than treated we'll be in this manner, 
keep our Skins whole, and preſerve our 1 Lives, 
both will ſubmit, and agree with our Wives. 
e reſt ſaid the ſame, and-ſwore they wou d do it. 
; Inen, ſays the Clerk and Vicar unto it. 
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TO HIS 


Kinſman, Mr. W. fi 


— . _ — — 
_ 1 


| | | 
Me Fortuna Rote extrema ſub Parte locavi 


fe libet banc Tabulam deſpice Major ero, 


"BZ wy 


| Preſume, that the above Diſtick may be very a1 
plicable to my preſent Circumſtances; for whe 
I had the Honour to ſee you laſt, Dame Fortune hat 
reduced me to the loweſt Spoke of Extremity, i 
knit her Brows, and contracted her Forehead into 
Wrinkles, infomuch that in her Face appear'd all thi 
Symptoms and Surly marks of ill- Humour: But 
having ſomewhat refreſh'd herſelf with ſoft Repoſe, 
there appears now a more mild and gentle Temper 
Though I can't as yet obtain a Smile from her, 7 
he has been N to place me at the * Yee her 
ON es Chariot; 
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| ſhariotz but it moves fo ſlowly, and I at too great 
Diſtance from the Horſes, and my Whip too 
Jort to reach them, which gives me to believe, 
hat it will be an Age before my proper Spoke 

be advanced one Degree higher, unleſs ſome 
lonſiderate Friend will ſmite the Beaſts, and 
jake the motion ſwifter. — 


„ [It's true, Dame Hope has buz d your Name in 
Ear, and buoy'd me up with Expectation, that 
u will not forget me when an Opportunity ſhall 
e; my Will, till then, hall be ſubſervient to my 
aſon, and give a Bill of Divource to Diſcontent, 
d endeavour to ſatisfie my ſelf with what my 
irs have decreed. 


＋ 


I cannot divine what the Fates have in Store for 

he, but I hope *tis ſomething Extraordinary ; for 
ppoets, I muſt own; commonly fancy themſelves to be 
ch and Wiſe, when (in reality) they are other- 

ſe. Upon a ſecond Thought, I with I mayn't be 
T0. ſorn under the ſame Planet with Don Qui xot, 
fhoſe Knightarrantſhip's Noddle fagcy'd Findmills 

be Ladies, the Sails to be Furbelow? Peteicoats, and 
e Ports of Enterance the Center of Happineſs. 


| I have often thought to Conſult the Oracle of pur 
Yondon Predifors ; but now (to my Comfort) thaſe 
Fancies are evaporated, ſince my Landlady told 
Me they were a Pack of Deluding, Maid Conxening, 
Wentice Trapanning, Fool Catching Raſcals , nay, in 
Mort, ſhe now entertains no good Opinion of any 


tha them, except Dr. Patridge, to whom ſhe aſcribes 
t he Title of Fam, or the Knave of Clubs. 
-- 


, 1 | e k ; | 0 
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. Deer Sir, * 


I only wiſh my ſelf now in the Country, wi 
a Bottle of your Stafford Ale in one Hand, and 
'  Glafs in the other, and a Lawyer ready with 
 Callanns C Atramentum, to aſſign over part of ſo 
Body's Eſtate to me and my Heirs for ever, tha 
ſhould I be happy, leave off Scribbling, and al 
knowledge my elf for ever, | 25 


* 1 
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$ Sir, 


Tour moſt Humble Servant, 


E 


. 950 And Kinſman, 


A 
1 E T T E R 
FROM AN 
[Engineer in FLANDERS 
10 BIS 


| 


Miſtre in LONDON. 


Madam, 


R HIS is now the fourth time I have ſummon'd 
you to Write me an Anſwer to my former 

Epiſtles. I am now ſet down before the ſtrong 
Town of Tournay. I believe it will rob us of a 
great deal of Time, Men, and Money, before we 
can be poſleſs'd of that Fortreſs : Nevertheleſs, you 
may aſſure your ſelf, as ſoon as it falls into our 
Hands, I ſhall make bold to lay cloſe Siege to your 
| Citadel, howſoever Fortified, 


] 


If you have ten thouſand Charms I have as many 
; g Compliments at my Command:. I am a Man of 
Honour, and ſo much Generouſity, as to * 
ow 
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| know on which Side I ſhall attack you, though co 
Il! trary to the Rules of War. If IL break Ground th 
1 firſt Night, though it be with the Expence of fo 
I Blood, I ſhall value that no more than a Temp 
Wl does an Oyfter-Woman, or an Hackny-Writer does En 
| groſſing Bills at Nine Pence per Skin. If I have but 
the good Luck, when I attack the Horn-Work © 
j your Stays, as not to ſuffer a Repulſe, I ſhall then, 
| with- more Coyrage, place my Digites upon your 
Wl} two Demi-Bubbylunes, which will enable me to force]: 

the Counterſcarp of your Hoop-Petticoat ; Batter the 
. SGtockades of your Gambrils, - the Palliſades of your 
Toes ; make a Breach in your Curtell with my Cul- 
verin; paſs your Foffee o'er the Gallery of you A 
fections; force you to Beat a Chamade of Love, and 


— 


= 


- 
— 


yield your ſelf a Priſoner at my Diſcretion. 


| TRIANGULAR 
INFECTION. 


4, Here is three ſorts of Vermin that Infect our 
* Troops Abroad, viz. the Regimental- Doctors; 
the Clerks, and the Corporals, 5 


The Doctors are commonly ſuch as have ſerved a 
Tear or two to Glifter-Pipe, Bum. Freping Apothecaries, 
, ut being weary of uſing the Peſtle and Mortar, or 

drating of Rubarb, (for they are generally poſleſs*d 
with as much of the Spirit of 1dleneſs as a er or, 
perhaps, ſome of them having contracted a Dram or 
o too much of Familiarity with their Female Fel- 
pow Servants, are forced to ſlip aſide, and move 
heir Bodies with an Ao Voluntatis, et Neceſſitatis, 
br an Habeas Corpus to Flanders; and when there, 
Ft in Defiance the Overſeers of the Pariſh, and va? 
Je a Juſtice of the Peace's Warrant (which fhall 
Fire& to take him up, to give Security for a Little 
Thing about the Magnitude of a Baſtard) no more 
than a Miller does a Maiden-head, or a Weft-Country 
lothier a Gooſe-Turd. ' But if they can get to Flay- 
fers, all's well. They ſeldom fail of making Friends 
0 be Plaifter-Spreaders in the Hoſpitals; and when 
E ey have had the Opportunity of ſeeing half a 
+» Pozen poor Fellows . and Arms cut = then, 


| =” 


- 


even the Diſtempers that only the famous Dr. Tit 


, 
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Forſooth,they muſt be Dubb*d Doctors, when, in rea: 


lity, they underſtand Phyſick to the ſame Perfectio 
as a Cat does a Fiddle, or a Scotch Nightingale a Bag 


Pipe. | 


Such Doctors as theſe, as I treat of, are generally} 
Maſters of the particular Faculty of Deceiving these 
Ignorant; and can Diſcourſe, with a great deal of AF 
ſurance,of the Nature of Twypet Mineral, Mercuri dulcisÞt 
Balſamum Capivict. &c. and their Non-parallel OraF' 
tions, concerning Aſtringents, Laxations, Hard- boum H 
dation, Circulations, Vibrations Salivations, Excoria 
trons, Scaldations, Urinations, with a thouſand more of 
theſe ations than are to be found in Littleton's Dic. 
tionary They may fitly be call'd Solimites, becauſt 
they preſcribe only one ſort of Phyfick for all Die 
ſtempers, that's a Vomit. | 


C 
( 
7 
f 


L 


If a Man has bruis'd his Elbow; Tale a Vomit, ſayalf 
the Doctor. If you are troubled with Corns, tab 
a Vomit. If he has torn his Coat, Idem. For the 
Famndice, Fevers, Flux, Gripes, Gout, Stone, Pox; nay; 0 


cures, as the Hocogrucles, Marthambles, the Moon-paul,(C 
and the Strong-fives, a Vomit, tantum. * 5 ' 
It's true, they have an Opportunity of improving 
themſelves ; they may kill at their Pleaſare, with | 
out being afraid of a Grand- Fury, and need not be 
any more in fear of a Halter than I am of a Newt 
Suit of Cloaths. Since God has bleſs*d us (as I hope) 
with a Laſting-Peace, there will be no more WorkF 
for theſe Vermin. Therefore, I with I could ad- 
viſe them, firſt to become Roman-Catholicks, and then 
Tranſport themſelves to the utmoſt Confines of Hun. 
garia, and Exerciſe their Art among the Enemies off 
the Cbriſtian Religion and then they need not doubt off 
having a Diſpenſation, and Plenary Indulgence Gratis 

" | rome 


* 


' 


© !- ome 
onlrom his Holineſs, which may make a ſufficient Attones 
Ag. Vent for all the Injuries and Injuſtice done to their 


ea. 


duntry-men. But, on the contrary, I am "wy much 
fraid they will ſcatter themſelves, like Locuffs , 
Uybroughout all the Corners of Her Majeſty's King- 
thelom, the Dominion of Wales, and Town of Berwick 
Aſhpon Tweed : Then, Libera nos Domine, we ſhall hear 
cieht nothing but deſtroying of People by Vomitation, 
ra hom Dan even to Berſhiha, by theſe Spurious, In- 
un e „Bum. Peepirg, Tag- Rag, Aſifætida, Ghſter- Pips 
ia Poctors. 


uſtlitor, a Tally-Man, a Minter, or an Alſatiau, are excel - 
Dient Quallifications to entitle a Man to be Clerk of a 
Troop; for they muſt, of Neceſſity, be Men of ſharp 
Wit, and ripe Underſtanding, and muſt underſtand 
45514 ithmeticl perfectly well; but in particular the 
an Rule of Multiplication; and if there is any one among 
ehem that is quallified in the Fuggler's Art, as out 
rat One to make Two, out of Two to make Three, he 
Tufnay then be inveſted. with the Title of Magi/ter Artis 
aul, Clericorun. A Change Broker is a meer Tom-doodle to 
him, for he only gains his ſingle Brokeridge, when 
this Catterpiller is fo ripe in Buſineſs, that he can get 
ing Brokeridge upon Brokeridge, and the Devil and all 
ith for All that paſſes through his Hands. For the 
be Reader may take Notice, that a Trooper has Occa- 
Jeu on for a great many little Utenſils to fit him out 
pe) to Camp, and if he has play“ d the ill-Huſband, then 
ork he may aſſure himſelf Mr. Clerk has 2 noble Action 
ach legainſt bim; for he's not ar all aſham'd, when he 
chen Pays a Debt for him, (to his Landlord) to ſtand 
Anm hard for a bit of Carrot, and Bargain as Cheap as he 
can, telling him, 1t*s a long time 777 him to Truft till 

t of inter, and the Trooper may be KilFd, or Die Natu- 
rally, and then, Landlord, bow wil! you come at your 


1 * 0 


PF 


is A Broken E xciſeman, a Threadbare Lawyer, a Sol- 


rom Des? I muſt courſe be, loft. However, if you'll take 
- div; 2 " G 


( 
dropping Owl is gull'd into an Opinion of looſing; 
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Grumble, for fear the CÞrk ſhould fright him with 
the terrible Name of Provoff. So you ſee the pooh 
Cavilier is ſerved with a Super-nideas Writ, and forc} 
to Mortgage his Subſtance till the Debt is Dif 


© theſe Gentlemen of the Horſe : They have Conti 
. © gences, Abſtra# upon Abſtra@, by which they Extra 
enough to Diſtract any one tha 


| Thler with a Dagger. 


cuſe all Clerks in general with theſe unjuſt Action 

for, to my certain Knowledge, there is a great maj 

ny Worthy and Honeſt Gentlemen that * 1 
3 = Office 


by 


2 h 7 100 ) ts y 
Jo much, I'll rm theſe hazards my ſelf. So the Al 


the Debt, and, rather than he*ll ſtand any Hazarc 
or traſt to the Mercy of the Balls, he ſuffers him 


elf to be Noos'd, and takes what Mr. Clerk is pleq;⸗ 


ſed to give him, that, perhaps, may be three Fourthhhe 
it ſo, the Clerk has been too honeſt for this Inſipi&] 


Tool of a Landlord, that had forgot it was Oye 


Qer'd by the Governour, that all Quarters ſhoulp 
be Pay*d. However, the Clerꝶ has his Fourth ſafg 
and puts it in a Pocket by it ſelf; for Money gd 
this way is reſerv'd for a particular Uſe ; that i 
when he can find a fit Opportunity, he*11 Viſit th 
"Quarters at the Left of the Line, becauſe he haſh 
more Money than Honey. But I had like to hawo 
forgot to let you know, that the Trooper, whoſe: 
Debts are ſo Pay d, muſt allow an extravagant Inj: 
tereſt, likewiſe, for the uſe of the Troop's Moneyhe 
though ſtop*d Weekly from him too: He muſt ne 


0, 
charged. Fa 


They have a hundred pretty ways of catching 
t is once got in 
their Debt: For if a Man don't underſtand Flemni 


Accompts, or theſe Abſtracts, perfectly well, he thr 
Bit as ſure as ever Sir Villiam Waller kill'd Wat 


I hope the Reader don't miſtake me, I do not: du 
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Mffice ; but for the moſt part, they are ſuch as have 
All Commiſſion, or a Warrant Tack'd to their Cle. 
ſinfip. 

arc 

un I wiſh I could perſwade my Fellow Soldiers to 
legake uſe of Dr. Reaſon's Eye-Water; it will clear 
thhheir Eye-Sight wonderfully, (if they'll keep them- 
IPlelves out of Debt) otherwiſe they'll be forc'd to 
Ugear Spectacles in a little time, if they give Opi— 
D ulhortunity to theſe Caterpillar s to devour a great part 
lafgf their Subſiſtance to Ruff their Greedy, Inſatiated, 
gqlercenary, and Brandy-ſwil.ing Paunches. 


th This laſt fort is the Corporals, and, I muſt confeſs, 
hyhave more Charity for them than either of the two 
JaWormer. They are cominon ſuch as have a great 
hoſſeal more Impudence than Honeſiy, and more Pride 
t Iban Money; and cannot be rightly quallified unleſs 
neybey can Order a Man upon Duty when it is none 
nat his Tour, and at the ſame time Diſpute his own 
mit the fourth part of a Minute; and as well ſkill'd 
doch the Art of Flattery, as if they had been bred up 
rc Court; Fawn upon their Commanders like Spaniel 
Dibegs, and muſt not dare, in the leaſt, to ſeem to Con- 
Fadict their Officers Opinions in the moſt Reaſon- 
Þle and Perſpicuous Matters. They muſt know 
nine Age of a Horſe to a quarter of an Hour, and as 
tuell by his Tail as his Teeth; either them or their 
raFflorſes muſt be Sick, or Lame, on a Forraging- Day, 
ind never Work themſelves it they can perſwade 
mſhers to do it for them: It's likewiſe highly neceſ- 
je ry that they underſtand Horſe Phyſick, and, with 
Waptty Words, Order a Trooper's Gelding a Drink 
two when he Ails nothing; this he muſt do when 
& has ſome particular Pique againſt the Rider; he 
t acuuſt Drub the Men to Prayers in the Front, and 
onsÞn (at the fame time) himſelf in the Rear to the 
ttlers, to ſtuff his ungodly Gut with Geneva, and 
- | H3 muſt 


tr, 
Ace 
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mult be 723. — to watch when a Safeguard comes 
in with his Pockets well Lin'd, and muſt not fail of 
giving him the firſt Compliment, with, Tou're Vel. 
come to the Camp; and, I wiſh you had ftay'd longer; 
when at the ſame time this Paraſite is more than or- 
dinarily glad to fee him, and is ready himſelf to hold 
the Stirrup while he Diſmounts, and hurries him 
with Expedition to the Suttlers; and ſcorns to Or- 
der a Gentleman that's ſo well quallified for his 
Company upon any Duty, till he has Suck'd him as 
dry as a Stock. Eil. 

and is then exempted from the fear of drilling Holes 
in his Pockets with the Ponderity of his Darby. 


Then Monſteur Corporal, being a quick Sighted 


Gentleman, without the help of Gla/s-peepers, can 


Find out his Name in the Daty-Roll: He may then 
Ride to the Devil, if he pleaſes, for bis Money wont 
detard his Journey. He muſt have this Quallifi 
cation likewiſe, that is, he muſt diligently enquire 
who is remiſs in coming to the Barrucks in a Mor- 
ning; for thoſe that are wanting in that Duty he 
may aſſure himſelf was Drunk over Night, then he 
muſt not fail of attacking him for his Drunken 
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or a Bundle of Sulphber- Primes,| 


Groat, for he has a good Prefident for it from Cor- 
poral Dirty. | 


Though he Curries his own Horſe but twice in a 


Campaign, he muſt not fail of ſeeing the Troopers 
Beaſt kept as clean as a Lady's Lap-Dog. He muſt 
look upon himſelf to be a Man of Senſe, ſince hes 
Dubb'd Corporal, tho? the whole Regiment knew him 
to be otherwiſe, til he had that minute the Title 
beſtow'd upon him; he muſt Huff and Strut, and 
be poſſeſs'd with as tuch Vain-Glory, as ever dic 
the Mayor of Queenborougb when Togated, and car 
ry'd from the Conncil-Houſe,in a Chair, by a Fiſber, 
Aan and a Thatcher, and Huza'd by a 3 
6225. IT AT 4 inkin 
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[ſtinking Tarpaulins, Aldermen's Wives and Daugh- 
ters. | 


O yes, O yes, O yes, If any Man, in City, Town, 


or Country, hath a Deſire to become a Corporal, let 


him firſt take to himſelf a Handſome Wife, and en- 
deavour to poſſeſs himſelf of theſe Quallifications 


-| aforeſaid; and he need not doubt of being made 


Under-Officer, or Corporal of a Troop of Horſe. 


From Doctors which preſcribe their Pills, 
Which never Cures, but often Kills * 
From Clerks who do abſtra# our Pay, 


| Converting it another Way : 


From Corporals that are Parraſites, 
ho do poſſeſs their Betters Rights : 
From all theſe Three per Nomine, 
Libera nos O Domine. 
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TICKLER: 


OR THE 


FAVOURITE. 


Mir 1 Ti baniſh'd from your lovely Arms. . 
And not admitted to behold your Charms? 
Muft I ſpin out my Days in Penſive Grobe, 
There tell the Savage Herd tis you Love? 

Shall I be fetter'd always with Deſpair, 

Or breath out your Perfections to the Air? 
Will Beauty ne'er admit of my Return, 

Or muft I thus in Love for ever burn? 

Witneſs, ye Gods, tho in Captivity, 

IT carve your Name upon each lofty Tree. 

Shall I no more adore your Charming Brows, 

Or ne'er be ſuffer d to perform my Vows? 

| Have you forgot your Oaths, or have you Swore 
Never to Love, or to Admit me more? 

Or rather tell me, did you Love in Jeſt, 

Or is Mankind the Thing you do deteſt : 

Jour Minion Lap-Dog happier js than me; 

Muſt he my Rival, and your Fav rite be? 


( 105 ) 


Oh! curſed Stars that have decreed this Fate, 


-—| That Man ſhou'd be the only Thing you hate. 
——-| Baſe Woman-kind, give Reaſons, if you can, 


£1 


Why thou ſhouldſt love a Beaſt, and ſpurn at Man: 


If Tickler's from your Sight, what Noiſe you make, 
And How], and Cry, and all for Tickler's ſake ; 
| When Gorg'd too much, if he refuſe his Meat, 


You Simpathize with him, and cannot Eat; 
He lies upon your Lap, there Jumps and Plays, 


| And Snudges down his Noſe within your Stayes; 


Then ſprings up to your Face, there Licks and Paws, 


| Whilſt your fair Cheeks do preſs his naſty Jaws: 


* 
5 


| 


He runs between your Legs, and flirts about 


ö His ſhocky Tail, then Inſtantly runs out. 


What freedom he enjoys with you in Bed, 


| He grabbles to your Breaſt, you ſtroak his Head; 


He Sleeps within your Arms, and all your Care 
Is fled and vaniſh'd, if your Tickler's there, 

| Monſter in Nature, how can you repoſe 

With this foul four Leg'd Creature Noſe to Noſe? 


Forget her Fav'rite, hug me once again: 


But ſtay my Muſe, Corinda may reclaim, 0 


If fo, I'm bleſs'd, if not, my Hopes are vain. 
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Surgit Poſt Nubila Phebus. 


A preſent Remedy to Eaſe the Mind, 
Gentle and Courteous, nay, a pretty Toy, 
In whom I thought conſiſted Womens Joy. 
Arriving to the Age of Ten and Three, 

T fondly wiſh'd fome Youth wou'd fancy me: 
Then Nature plump'd my Breaſts, I, over-joy'd, 
Did think my ſelf Mature to be a Bride, 

T us'd all Arts, as other Maidens do, 

To charm the Beaus, and to allure them too : 
Sometimes I. Ogled, then again was Shy, 

I Sung, I Danc'd, and all for a Decoy; 

But nothing wou'd prevail, no Man puſh*d on, 
Till I arriv'd to th Age of Twenty One; 

Then came a charming Youth,who Vow'd & Swore 
I was the only ſhe he did adore, 


And ſpoke of Joys I never heard before. 


T. my Minority I thought Mankind 


He ſqueez d my Hand, whilſt my ſoft Cheeks he 
. breſs d 
With ſofter his, and hug'd me to his Breaſt; 
Then caſt his Arms about my ſlender Waſte, 
And Sighing, faid, My Dear, I long to taſte 
That matchleſs, immenſe Bliſs, the Nuptial Foy, 
That you and I ſhall feel in ſacred Tye : 


They 
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Then do, 4 charming Soul, yield thy Conſent 


| 
To be my Bride, and crown me with Content, < 


Since you are ſhe on whom My Paſſion's bent. | 
His ſoft Expreſſions did Impreſſion make 
On my warm Heart, I lov'd for loving-ſake; 
I found my Soul inflam'd within my Breaſt; 
Raviſh'd with Inward Bliſs, ſupreamly bleſs'd, 
Love rode Triumphant, I with him comply'd 
(Would Parents give Conſent) to be his Bride. 


The Youth was much afraid at firſt to aſk, 
But Love prevail'd, and he perform'd the Taſk : 


| He might as well have crav'd of Mighty Fove 


To baniſh from his Throne the God of Love; 


| Or might have made himſelf, with equal Eaſe, 
The Grand Commander of the Earth and Seas; 


Or, Joſbna like, have bid the Sun ſtand ſtill, 
Or make the Stars be ſubject to his Will: 


My rigid Sire no Conſent would give; 


My Mother anſwer'd too 1'th' Negative: 

Then drown'd in Tears, moſt Penſively I fat, - 
I Sigh'd, I Sob'd, and Cars'd my cruel Fate; 
And thus I ſpent my Time till Thirty One, 
When Beauty was defac'd, and Youth was gone; 
Then I became the Scorn of all Mankind, 
Amoneſt their Sex I could no Favour find; 
None caſt their Eyes on me, all were afraid 

To touch me, Superanuated Maid : 

As Marriners avoid the Rocks and Sands, 


Or conquer d Armies By purſuing Bands, 


Os 


— — 
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How happy is that ſhe which knows a Man, 
Tho? his ſhort Life is termed but a Span; 


/ 
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Or as Mankind the Baſil;ſk do ſhun, ' 
A Toad, a Viper, or a Scorpion, 
So' I was thought by all their Sex the ſame, 
Who do deteſt that antiquated Name: 


The Scoffs and Jeers from Youth I did endure, 


Till Sol had run his Courſe near ten times more; 
Then all the Clouds of Hate themſelves diſpers'd, { 


Cupid truck Home, and Fortune was reversd';— | 


My Planet govern'd in its proper Sphere; 

I Joy'd to find my Stars propitious were. 

Cupid, that dear, and charming, Purblin'd Boy, 
Smote a kind Youth, which I embrac'd with Joy: 
Hymen was kind, performing all his Rites, 

And then, O then came on the happy Nights: 
He Hug'd, he Claſp'd, and Rifled me all oer, 
Such Joys, ſuch Bliſs, I never felt before : 
Securely in my Harbour he doth Ride, 

Whilſt Love will not admit an Ebbing-Tide : 


Dear, charming Youth, he fathoms in the Deep, 


Then throws the Lead again, and fo to Sleep: 
When I awake he's Anchor'd in my Arms, 
Tho? he's Repas'd, I feel ſome ſecret Charms: 


I Sigh, I Kiſs, and gently rub his Eyes, 


Which rouzes him, then he compleats my Joys: Wy 


Yet in that little Meaſure {till we find 


Something to Eaſe, and Pleaſe a Woman s Mind, 


Curſs'd be the times in which I was a Slave 
To Expectation, yet could nothing have : ; 


— 


Oh! 


— 
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Oh ! cruel Parents, Twenty Years ago 
You might let me have known what now I know : 


I griev'd each Night, and Daily pin'd in vain, 


Whilft cruel you my Lover did diſdan : 

But now the Sweets o th' Marriage-Bed I Taſte, 
I'm happy now, ſince ſurly Clouds are pat, c 
And Phebus Darts his Beams on me at laſt. ( 


Long Vacation. 


/ Bat dreadful grating Word is that I hear, 
Which ſtrikes my trembling Soul with Pan- 


[nick Fear ? 


 Hath Goddeſs Flora left her Roſey-Bed, 

And June begun to ſhrink and hide her Head? 
Are all my Pleaſures paſt, ſince now comes on 
The Lawyers Plague, the Long -· Facation ? 

Muſt I now pinch my Guts, by ſneaking Ways, 
And like a Vagrant Live for Sixſcore Days? 
Muſt I, inſtead of Claret, Guzzle Beer, 

And, Taylor like, become a Gareteer ? 

Muſt Watch and Ring to Pawn? Shall I no more 
Be bleſs'd, in Drury-Lane, with Madam Whore ? 


Muſt my beſt Suit be ſent to Monmouth - Street, 
And all my Friends from me Retreat? 


Shall my penurious Patience thus be try'd, 
And when I aſk for Credit be deny'd ? 
Muſt Dyer's Reports, in Folio, go to Rack, 
And Captivated be for Toaft and Sack? 


Muſt 


uſt 


Muſt I part with Inffruffor Clericalis, 8 
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And ſell my In/iitutio Legalis, 
Modus inhandi cum multi ſq; alij:? 
Or ſhall I gorge, and make my ſelf a Gluten, 


Eat Cook on Littleton inſtead of Mutton £ 


As his that's Salivated for his Sin, 
And Belly hide it ſelf “er Term begin? 


And muſt thoſe Well-Fed Jaws appear as thin 8 
No: By my Wits I other Means will try; 8 


Young Templer's Caſt- off Suits to Sell and Buy; 
Then I ſhall Live, or know the Reaſon why: 
Or elſe, perhaps, Il Filtch at Evening- Lecture, 
Or may uſurp the Name of ſome Projector; 
Frequent the Temple where ſuch Bites do walk, 
And Buy or Sell Eſtates by only Talk, 

And ſo take in ſome Senſeleſs Country "Patt, 
With Peck and Boox to ſtuff my ravenous Gut: 


| And if that fails, my Copious Brains ſhall ſearch 


To find a Place where I may ſafely Perch. 
'At Newgate, or ſome other County-Goal, 
And for a Crown ſet up for Common-Bail 


For Thieves, for Rotten Baud, or Publick Whores, 


Or ſuch as can't Diſcharge their Tavern Scores, 
Women with Child, Shop-lifters any ſort, 


Or thoſe that do to Tally-Men reſort. 


If this way will not do, I'll try another; 
Forſwear my ſelf to Hang my Friend, or Brother; 
Forge Bills, or Bonds, turn Bully, ſtand the Cuff, 


| Fright puny Culls by Swearing; then Ill Huff; 


Marry a Servant who has Wages due, 


Spend all ſhe has, and then I'll Strip her too: 
Impeach 
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Impeach the Quarter - Fots for being ſhort, 
Then Baſtet. Nomen all will Thank me for't; 
Write Grub- Street News, or make my ſelf a Lyar, 
By framing Subjects for the noted Pyer. 


Thus will I Live, and never will be Sober, 
Untill the Three and Twentieth of October; 
The Law T1] follow then, whilſt 'm a Iivo, 
And Huff at all poor Fools, dum vivo Thrive, 


en 


— 


THE 
Inhuman Mother. 
ar Madam, in my Infancy 


| 
L You always had regard for me: 
No glittering, pretty, Childiſh Toy 
f as e er deny'd to me, your Boy; 
Lou call'd me Child, I you Mamma; 
You term'd your Huſband my Rus 
With Bread and Butter in my Hand 
went to School at your Command; 
— hen Greater grown, to improve my Knowledge; 
ou card for me at Eaton Colledge; 
gut cauſe my Wit ſhou'd Pregnant be, 
ou made a Lawyer's Clerk of me: 
y Duty was too ſhort, I own, 
o you, when I was Riper grown; 
[ought to've aſk'd your Leayy when ! 
E Did ſign the Matrimonial Tye g 
For your Conſent, without all doubt, 
Had been more proper than without: 
But yet the ſacred Bonds of Love, 
i It's ſaid, are Seal'd i in Heaven Above; 
[Then how could I Reſiſtance make? 


I took her for the Signets ſake, 


ds 
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Had Cupid thrown within my Arms 
A Maiden full of Golden Charms; 
Or had an Heireſs been my Mate, 
And brought me to a good Eſtate, 
do preſume, dear Mother, you 
Had ne er inſiſted on your Due, 
But had Forgave, and Bleſs'd us too. 


My Dear Belinda, I confeſs 
Was poor, a harmleſs Shepherdeſs, 
Yet ſhe had ſomething in her Eyes 


That charm'd my Soul, to my ſurprize, 


Then who Belinda cou'd Deſpiſe? 


Be gone! maſt curſed Poverty, 

To thy curſs d Race and Progeny; 
Center thy ſelf on Africk's Shore, 

Be Scorch'd, be Burnt, be Known no more: 

Fly to the Apian Hills, there dwell, 

Or let Mount Ætna be thy Hell: 

Let Northern Climate be thy Station, 

Or in ſome far more Barren Nation, 

Be loaded with ſome Maſſy Weight, 

To keep thee from BeliMa's Gate, 

By deludging, or ſinking thee 

Tth' Ocean, or th' Fgean Sea. 

Fly to the Mount nous parts of Fales, 

Or dwell 7th' barren Rocks and Dales: 

Pth' unkown World do thou remain; 
Be gone! neer ſee my Face again. 


\ 
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And thou, curs'd Pride, did'ſt bear a part 
To ſteal from me my Mother's Heart, 
By ſwelling in her Breaſt with Scorn 
Againft a Maid from Shepherds Born. 
Baſe Wretch ! thou told'ſt her I was Wed 
To nought except a Maiden-head, 
Which made my Parents to difown 
That I, their Off-ſpring, was their Son. 
Moſt curſed thing; thou root of Evil, 


| Thou Off ſpring of the aſpiring Devil, 


Fly to ſome haughty Monarch's Court, 
Where thoſe that Worſhip thee reſort, 
Sow there thy Soul deſtroying Seeds, 
Which baſe Degeneracy breeds: 


| Fly to the South, and there remain 


Under ſome Cobbler's Cloak in Spain; | 
Or ſteer thy Courſe to Kaly, 

There ſwell the Breaſt of Papacy z 

Viſit the Whore of Babylon, 

And ſpur up Perſecution 

Make thy Abode, when thou'ſt done this; 


| For ever in the deep Abyſs. 


And you, dear Mother, do forgive 

This Crime in me; and let me live; 

Draw from your Child the afflicting Rod, 
As you truſt in a Pard'ning God: 5 


He will Obliterate greater Crimes, 


F orgive you Seven and Seventy times, 


s 2 
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My Dear Belinda, Harmleſs ſne, 
Commits no Fault in Loving me, 
Witneſs, Oh ye Powers Above, 
It's only the I ought to love. 
Then why can't you be reconcil'd 
Own me your Son, and her your Child? 
Old David cry'd for Aſolom, 
And lov'd a wild, rebellious Son; 
For Joy a tender Father mourn'd, 
When from the Swine his Child return'd , 
He Wept, and Kiſs'd him o'er and o'er, 
Received him, tho' returning Poor, 
And kill'd for him the Fatted Beaſt, 
And made his Wellcome Son a Feaſt, 
And with a loving tender Voice, 
Did bid his Friends with him rejoyce : 
But if your Love's to me revers'd, 
Be Mute, don't let me be accurs d 
By ſhe that bore me; how can j ou 


5 Deny your Love, and Bleſſing too? 


But yet, if neither I can gain, 

Nor one kind Look from you obtain, 
Or Parent's Favour on me ſhine, 
Vet ſtill Belinda ſhall be mine: 

Ii hug my ſelf in what Ie done, 
If I am Spurious, Tm your Son. 
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THE 


QUACK. 


Y Name is Don Paracelſus de Curiandi, I Live 
at the Sign of the Peſle and Morter in Gliſter- 
Pipe- Lane, near Bolus- Alley; my Buſineſs, in this fa- 
mous Nation, 1s to let my Fellow Chriſtians know 
the excellent Quallifications of my Medicines , 
vu I Sell to the Rich, but Give away Gratis to 
the Poor. | ; 


Imprimis, Is there any Old Women amongſt you, 
who are trouble with the Pimple- Pazplins, whoſe 
Skin is too ſhort for their Bodies, that they cannot 
Sleep for Farting. See, here is my 353 
Powder , or my Sovereign Carminick, which diſcharges 
Ventiferous Humgurs, of what kind ſoever, and will 
reduce you to ſoundneſs of Body in the Twinkling 
of a Hobby- Horſe. 


Then ſee, here is my Balſamum Stobule Swordum, 
or an Oyntment that's good againſt all Cuts, green 
or canker'd Wounds. Now, ſuppoſe any Honeſt 
Man amongſt you has Hurt, or Cut himſelf with 
either Sword, Gun, or Muſtet, Spit, Jack, or Grid-Iron, 
Glaſs Bottle, or Pint-Pot, by the Help and Applica- 
tion of this my Celebrated Balſam, they are unme- 
diately curd, without giving themſelves the Trou- 
ble of ſending for an Illiterate Surgeon, who wall 

hae ths I 3 ſooner 


* 


N 3 Take Three of theſe pills in a Morning, 
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fooner cleanſe their Pockets of ts Money, than th 
Wounds of its Infection. 


Then here is my Unguentum Cataphon; or, an 
Oyntment that's good againſt all Strains, Sprains, 
or Bruiſes. Now, ſuppoſe any honeſt Farmer amongſt 
you has Strain'd, or Sprain'd his Legs, Arms, or An- 
cles, by over Lifting himſelf at a Gate-Poff, or Barn- 


Door, Dung-Pot, or Cart-Wheel, or has got a Fall 


from a Hay-Rick, or a Bavley-Mow, by the Applica- 


tion of this my medicating Unguent, being properly 
us d by Friction, and by the Hand of a Maid of 


Fifteen, you need not doubt a Cure, my Life to an 


_ 4ple-Dye 
« The Wonder working Pills. The excellent Quallity of 
which is hardly known, even to my ſelf: But I can 


Then, Gentlemen, ſee here is my Puraudos Tan- 
on Tolos, that is to ſay, in the Arabian Language, 


aſſure you, they are good againſt all Sanguine, Me- 
28 Phlegmatick,” or Cholerick Humours: They 


are Sudorific, Cathartic, Specific, Amaradulcic, Abſter- 
Sic, Mundific, and 4pperiatic. 


They Purge the Brain from all Craſic, Cloudifying 
Humours which obſtruct the Senſes of all Superanua- 
ked- Maid. They immediately perform an Articu- 
Iation of Diſſocated Functions. They make the Cur- 
ratick, Direfic, and the Directic, Indirectbic, in their 


Lives and Converſations. They cauſe the Old to 


appear Young, the Young, Handſome, the Hand- 
Tome, Witty. Gy 


Stomacho, with Two Quarts. of Aqua ah, 79 to 
force an Opperation, by an immediate Evacuation, 
and you'll poſſeſs a perfect Deliveration for all In- 
prdinate Motions of the Mind, as Trepidity, Anger, 
Milancbolly, Aiſtruſt, or the like, They 


in- 


City: And becauſe I will encourage you to Buy, 


with m 


es # - 
They immediately diſſipate the Spirit af Felouſic 
in Young or Old. Now, ſuppoſe a e here 


preſent, is troubled with this grievous, and tormen- 
ting Diſtemper, and fancies his Wife to be what ſne 


is, or what ſhe really may not be, let him take 
Five of theſe Pills, as my Printed Paper ſhall give 
Directions, and attend the Opperation, and if he 
has a juſt Occaſion it will give him juſt Five $taols, 
if on the contrary, it will have no more C ian 
upon him than the like Quantity of Sugar-Candy. 


Theſe wonderful Pills Strengthen the Nerves , 
Cleanſe the Urinal-Paſſages, and Purge the Stamach 
from all Diſtempers got by Crude, Raw, and Un- 
digeſted Meats, In fine, There is no Diſtemper of 
the Body whatſoever, but what theſe Pills wall. en- 
22 eradicate, tho it lies Jurking in the Maſs of 


I ſhall ſay no more at preſent, only Tet you know. 
that now 1s your time to furniſh your ſelves with 
my Medicines. The Price of them is Amnall, tho? 
the Opperation wonderful. e 


I am none of thoſe Fellows that ſet an extrava- 
gant Value upon themſelves, meerly becauſe they 


Lide upor Spotted. Horſes, and expreſs themſelves 


ridiculous, and unintelligible Terms to amuſe th 
Valgar ; but I am the Famous Don Paracelſus who, 
for ſeveral Years, have been known in this famous 


here is my. Antipamphaſtick Powder ; my Balſamum 
on 


Stobule Swordum; my Unguentum Cataphon; together 


Price pf Six - Pence. My Medicines have made 
themſelves and me famous throughout i, Africa, 
Europe, and America, | 


14 


Parandas Tankapon Tolos, and pll-for the 


8 
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Waiting Gentlewoman o 


on 
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tt was I that Cured 3745 obw's Iuggler's Wife's | 


Iugg 
i f a Hh in her Elbow, of 
which ihe Dy'd., 175 
on was I that prevented the Old Woman, at Exe- 
ter, from running Head-long into a Wine-Cellar, 


It was T that Cured the Morocco Embaſſador of a 


'Lapſa Lingua, 


It was me, and only me, that Cured the French 
Dancing- Man, at Amſterdam, of the Conſumption in 

, 
eie 7377S Wh! f 


I am as well known in the Terra Incognita as in 
any part of Europe, where I perform'd an excellent 
Cure upon Captain Nonſuch, Commander of the 
Nomomen-Galley, w ho had a Cannon- Ball lodg'd in his 
Little- Finger. Likewiſe the Carpenter of the ſame 


Ship, who had ſwallow'd a Handſpike. 
©! T Reſidedd for ſeveral Years, in the Great City of 


Moſeow, where, by my Internal Medicines, and by 
my External, and Manual Opperations, I became 
more, Famous among them, than ever the Learned 
Talicotius was among the Inhabitants of the Deſerts 
of Arabia, for which Reaſons the Learned Univer- 
ſity of that City was pleas d to beſtaw this Diſtich 
in favour'pf A : 

Tenn eit di 43 041457 


Tuntagoros thetow, Phyloſe ophia grandila Moſkow, 


= Stanftephon Phyfica Muſica Artibus Killcow. 


Before I conclude my Diſcourſe, I muſt let you 
know, that I Underſtand, and can Read the Lan- 
zuage of the Stars, and that I Reſolve all manner of 

Favful Queſtions, and am profound in Fby/ * 
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and Palmiſtry, and that I am commenc'd Maſter of 


the Mathematicks, Geometry, Trigonometry _ 
Rhetoric, Logic, and Plain-Sailing. » yore, 


Gentlemen, and Fellow Chriſtians, my Hours are 


from Six till Seven, from Seven till Eleven, and 


from Eleven all Day. 


Tiet Phyſick youll want, 
N L ever you come into Danger : 


I. 


Here Men of great Senſe, 
At a little Expence, 


May furniſh thenſelves with a Packet ; 


Or if any one's Poor, 
That has been with a Whoyxe, 


For Six-Pence be need not to lack-it, 


II. 


Though Money. be ſcant, | 


Then Beaus come and Buy it, 
Prove, Fudge, and Try it, 
Or privately come to my Chamber. 


4 


— i 
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To his FRIEND 


Nich. Robinſon. 


. is to let thee know, dear, honeft Nich, 
I, your Friend, have been moſt grievous 


[Sick, 


Not only fo, but very Lame to Boot, 
Occaſion d by a Bullet in my Foot: 

Four tedious Weeks I've paſs'd in tireſome Bed, 
With Body full of Pain from Foot to Head, 
And yet, in all that time I ne'er cou'd ſee 
My Friend Nich. Robinſon to Comfort me: 

But you are like the reft of Human- kind, 
Who hearing Friends are Sick, then they'll be Blind, 


Thus I by you no more was thought upon, 
Than &er was Robin Hood by Preſtor John: 


Nor had I in my Room Pandora's Box; 


1. 1 Neither 


My rude Diſeaſe was neither Plague or Fox, — 
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Neither am I a Bafiliſe become, 0 

Nor City- Serjeant, or a Country- Bum; 5 

Then why ſhou'd you my poor Apartment ſhun? 

Tell me the Reaſon, Nich, what might it be? 8 
| 


I hope it was not Ghaſtly Poverty: 
If fo, you Simpathize with poorer me. 
N Tho Credit's Sick, Leve may be kept Alive, 
And when our Agents come it will revive. 
I hope, dear Friend, you're not by Love betray'd 
To Dutch built Madam, or to Flemmiſh Maid, 
So make an Offring of your time to one 
Who, it Enjoy'd, you'd better let alone: 
Or elſe do you, in this our Fighting Age, 

Employ ſome Killing Muſe to pleaſe the Stage; 
Or is't your Study, by ſome Tragic Rhimes, 
To Curſe your Landlord,pr to Stab the Times ? 
You're never to be found, where do you Dine, 
| With Humphry Duke, or with th' Inſpiring Nine? 
I Poverty's th' Caſe, or Fates are cruel, 
Come Dine with me, your Friend, on Water-Gruel. 


I rather do believe you're taken up 
| With Boon Companions who hug the Cup, 
Which robs you of your Time ; but come to me, 

d. Thou Bachinalian Slave, P11 Drink with thee: 2 
we'll fill our Bellies with Heroick Verſe, | 
And all the Works of Hudibraſs rehearſe : | 
| We'll talk of Actions done at Helicon, _— 
Of Sancho Pancho, or Sir Quixot Don; | I 
Of Ned Ward's Comick Works, or of Tom Brown, 
ex | And all the Toaſted Bards about the Town. 


— 


But 
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But if you wont with me one Can partake 
Cauſe I am Poor; come for the Muſes ſake. 
Remember me to honeſt Townſman Vill, 
To Perry, Royſton, and to Dormer Phill, 
And other Friends too tedious here to Name, 
And let them know your Friend is very Lame. 


Though Lame in Foot, and Lazy with his Hands, 
Yet he'll Obey beth theirs and your Commands, 
And does remain your Servant, Thomas Randi. 


T HE 
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THE 


"Wdwife's judgment 


N 


4 


Beſt APPROVED: 


A cChriſt ning Feaſt ſome Criticks met of late; 
And held a high Diſpute, and great Debate, 
reat Polliticks they were, and underſtood 
o make a good Cauſe bad, and bad Cauſe good: 
at one among the reft, a Man of Senſe, 
amous for Rhet'rick, Wit, and Eloquence, 
The Queſtion put, and aſk'd what ſort of Food 
as beſt to Eat t advance the Publick Good? 
Then having done, he re- aſſum'd his Chair, 


With Ear intent, their Sentiments to hear. 


One ſtarted up, and wav'd about his Hand, 
A proper Motion Silence to command: 

Moſt noble Wits, ſaid he, let's Mutton Eat, 

T encreaſe th' Exchequer Stock, the beft of Meat; 


By which we ſhall encourage Abel's Trade, 


Who was the firſt of barmleſs Shepherds made : 
Tail 


— 


* 
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Toill make the Weaver Sing when at bis Loom, 
Ad Clothiers Reeling from the Tavern come; 
| The Taylor and his Wife will ever pray 
For Mutton Eaters, to their Dying Day - 
Twill keep the greafie Comber out of Goal, 
Aud Mamfactur ies will never fail. 


Thus having ſpent the Judgment of his Brain, | 


5 He made a Bow, and fat him down again: 


| Another then ſtood up, a Man of Senſe, 
And made a low and graceful Reverence. 
Moſt learned. Sirs, ſaid he, I think we muſt, 


F we are true t'th' Crown, and Nation juſt, 


Eat nothing elſe but Beef, the beſ of Food, 


T” advance the Crown, and Britain's common good : 
Taborons Oxen Plow the Fertile Fields, 
Which does produce Bread - Corn, and Barley yields : 


The Saddler, Tanner, Cobbler, each begin 

A Song, each Day, 7th" Praiſe of Ox's Skin; 
The Horns of this brave Beaft is us'd, and good 
To light a Cuckold Home to bis ſpurious Brood ; 
A certain King, of blefſed Memory, 
Kinighted bis Loins to all Poſterity : 

| Let Beef then be our Food, I bold it proper, 
Jo break our Faſts, for Dinner, or for Supper ; 


My Sentiments me Juſt, then made a Bow, 


A Woman ftarted up, well worn with Age, 
Tet by her Calling ſhe i is termed Sage; 


- 


Te Men of Senſe, ſaid he, you muff allow | 2 


* | 
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4 Chir ping Goſſip, Midwife by Profeſſion; 
She crav'd to ſpeak, they granted her permiſſion, © - 


He ewe Men, ſaid ſhe, then lick'd ber Gums, 


A Pudding is moſt proper, ff d with Plmbs, 
For India gives ber Spices, and Old- Spain 


| Allows ber Raiſins, Britain gives ber Grain; 
Good Cream and Eggs, with Indian Rice, 
Vith Marrow, Ginger, Nutmeg, Sugar, Spice, 


With theſe Ingredients there's quickly fram d 
A noble Compoſition, Pudding nam d: 


| hat immence Treaſures do theſe Spices bring, 
And Fruit its Cuſtoms to Great Britain's King ? 


This Money pays our Armies to advance 
Britannick Glory, and to Ieſſen F—: 

If Armies are Victorious, then they bare 

A mighty part, who Pudding Eaters are. 
What hall I ſay, Phyſitians bold it's good 

To purge, and cleanſe, and purify the Blood. 
This glorious Compoſition may be ſeen” 
At th Royal Table of Great Britain's Queen 


I Dules, Lords, and Earls, and Ladies al agree 


It is no Feaft without its Company : 
A Silver Diſh is by the Pudding placd, 


And near my Lady's Hand in bonour plac'd , 


All view the Object, and they Long to Taſte. 
Its Compoſition Eggs will pleaſe the Bride, 
And ſpur the Fumbler hing by ber Side: 


And each beholds with eager Eyes untill 
The Grace is over, then they take their fill: 


£ . _ 


(18) 
E grac'd the Diſh when Whole, but all the Gueſt 
Do like it better Cut, probatum eſt. 

Pudding ! England's Glory! Friend to ſuch an one 
 Fhom Age has left no Teeth to pick a Bone 
Good Bal d, good Boil d, and fit for Kings if Fu d; 
For Lords and Ladies, all the World beſide , 

Conſm: to Cuſtard, Cheeſe-Cake's eldeft Brother; 


 - Heroick Cock thy Father, Cow thy Mother, 


Surely thy Dwenter t bleſs'd, he onght to have 
Immortal Praiſe to Crown bim in the Grave, 


She having done, theſe mighty Men of Senſe 
Yielded to Pudding chief Preheminence, 


RAMBLE 


THROUGH THE 


2 wh AMP. 


2 Misfortunes 3 thrown me into Ela 
ders, I was refolv'd not to return to England 
till fach time as I had fatisfy'd my Curioſity: with 

the Sight of a Camp. I being then at Ghent, and 
the Camp of the Allies at Melday, I was advis'd to, 

| go by the Way of Bruſſels and Lovain, | 


In order to accompliſh my Def ign, I took a Place 
in the Poff-Waggon, and ſet Out next Morning. My 
| Company I had with me, in this Flemiſh-Caravay, 
was a Jeſuit, a Pariſh-Prieft, a Quiſel, an In lecper, 
and an Old Lady: Our Driver Whip'd his Cattle 
briſkly on 7 the Cauſeway, which made our 
| Bodies Dance like Peas in a Pot, and we had about 
much Eaſe as he that's Roll d down a Hill in a 
Head With 4 very little Pleaſure, and much 
Toki we came to Aloft, where the Women had 
[ Occaſion to evacuate by 1 Way of Urine, r 
| en 


Land, that after his Body had been expos'd to the 


| © to the Maid to draw near, and then ſpoke to her, 
 * faying, I have heard thy Prayers; and the Innocent 


came down among them, and went directly to 


ame, which put the Quiſel into an odd ſort of 
an Extacſie, but ſhe was preſently recover d by the 


( 139 ) 
Men to Corroborate their Bodies with Wine. Paf- 
ſing about a League beyond Aloft, we came to a 
Gallows, the Sight of which caus d Tears to guſh 
from the Eyes of the Old Lady; I demanded the 
Reaſon : She told me, That an Old Neighbour of 
* hers, a Carpenter by Trade, was travailing along 
© that Road; that a Gentleman was found Dead, and 


| 


* that the Carpenter was taken up upon Suſpicion of | 


* the Murder, and that he was Try'd and Condemud 
for the ſame, and Hang'd upon that very Gallows ; 


Air Six or Eight Days, his Daughter went, with 
© humble Devotion, to Notre Dame de Gemblours, to 
© Pray to that Hlelled Image, that her Father's Soul 
© might be rceleas'd from the Flames of Purgatory ; 
© and while ſhe was making Interceſſion for the 
© ſame, the Image put forth its Hand, and becken'd 


© ſhall not ſuffer : Go to the Magiſſrates and tell them 
I ſent you, and that your Father is not Dead, but 
Liveth. The Maid did accordingly, and the Ma- 
© piſtrates, with ſeveral Hundreds of People, came 
© to the Gallows, and call'd to the Carpenter, who 


© anfiver'd, here I am; the bleed Virgin bath de. 


© Iivered me from Death, and the Flames of Purgatory : 
© Then they immediately put up a Ladder, and he 


return Thanks to Notre Dame for this miraculous 
© way of preſerving him. The Feſmite aftirm'd the 


help of a Dram of Nants. 


After ſome more Jolting and Jogging againſt each. 
other, we arriv'd at Bruſſels, where I obſerv'd a great | 
many diverting Fancies, too tedious to incert here; 
but if your Patience will admit of it, I {hall relate 
one; which take as follows. „ 


N 
1 


/ K : Ä AUA AMA fa ths . & ere 


Shs 1s A 
; Whilſt we were in that City, I was Gaping in the 
Street, I ſaw a Man in a Blue Cloak, with a broad 


Gold-Lace about the Cape, and thought at firſt, by 
his making Grimaces, and ſcrewing himſelf into a 


ſtrange ſort of Poſture, that he was going to Dance 


an Antick, but I was quickly undecerv'd, when I 
ſaw him let down his Cover-Buttocks, and expoſe 


| his Stern, as a new Marry'd Woman does her Wed 


ding-Ring, to Publick View. No ſooner had that 
ſweet Scented Gentleman, Mr. Ding, drop'd, ſmoak- 
ing Hot, from his Poſteriors, but up came Three or 
Four Strount Draugers, or Fellows with Wheel-Bar- 
rows, and made a damnable Noiſe and Quarrelling 
about it, each claim'd it as his own: One Man, I 
obſerv'd, ſaid, He jaw it firſt; another alledg'd, That 
it was in his Liberty, and that the Man was his Neigh-« 
bour ; a third affirm'd, That he had been a Free- Man 
of the Company above Twenty Tears, and that it was hit 
by Priority; a fourth ſwore by St. Peter's Keys, That 
be wou'd have it, Nolens Volens, by Force of Arms + 
So the Shovels went to Work, and in this mighty 
Scuffle they beat down the Man into One of their 
One-Wheel'd Dung-Carts, which foully beſtneer's 
his Azure Cover Coat, and as he was endeavouring 


to recover himſelf, he ſtumbl'd againſt a Shovel, 


and fell directly into another up to his Elbows, then 
he was ten times worſe than before, but having 


| gain'd a little Breath, he, with undaunted Courage, 


attack'd all the Four with his Fiſts about their 
Faces, which put them under the ſame Circumſtan- 


ſ ces with himſelf: How they parted I can't tell, for 


the Coach waited, in which I Wheel'd to Lovain, 
and from thence, next Day, to the Camp at Meldar. 
No ſooner was I come there, but I met with an Old 


- | Acquaintance of mine, belonging to the Englifh 
Horſe, who invited me to his Tent, and promiſg'd 
| to thew me the Camp from Right to Left; accor- 

dingly I made wy Aboad with him in his Canvas 


K 2 Apartment; 


| 5 

1 
Apartment; we Drank heartily till Sol had juſt 
withdrawn himſelf from this Hemiſphere; then I 
heard a terrible Noiſe, which they ſaid proceeded 
from the Mouth of a Cannon; and all on a ſudden 
yet a more greater, occaſion'd by Silver Mouth 
Squeakers, and Calve-Skin Fiddles; I thought 
then the Army had been attack'd, which put me 
into ſuch a Conſternation, that I was juſt upon the 
Brink of being in a worſe Condition than the Man 
with his Blue Cloak, till my Friend told me, it 
was only ſetting the Watch, Watch and Ward too 


by your ſelves thought I, I wiſh I were with my 


| Grand-Mother again. 


What J further obſerv'd was this, when it was 


time for us to go to Sleep, becauſe I was a Stran- 


ger, the Gentlemen which were Comrades to my 
Friend, were willing to ſhew me a particular Fa- 

vour, and with a multiplicity of Compliments, 
allign'd me that part of the Tent, for my Lodging, 
which they call the Parlour, and as near as I can 
gueſs, it was about the Magnitude of a Hog-Trough ; 
what I had under me was Straw, and that none of 
the Cleaneſt; yet I can aſſure you, it was Trod as 
ſmall as Chaf, which render'd it ſoft; in this Bed 
I lay'd my ſelf down (being cover'd with an Old 


Ragged Cloak) with as much Content as a tir'd | 
Aſs, and there Slept till Morning: Then I awak'd, 
and opening the Cover-lids of my Peepers, I look'd | 
through the Canvas Sky-Light, and perceiv'd that 


Sol had bleſs'd the Earth with his Preſence, I then 
call'd to my Friend, and told him it was time to 
Unkennel, and deſired him to make ready to ac- 
company me from the Right to the Left of the 
Lines, which he readily perform'd, and we began 
a8 fullows. Fe 


The 


K. 


e 
n 


e 


( 133 ) 


The firſt we came at was the Scotch Dragoons, 


who, though ſo ſoon in the Morning, we found 
Drinking Geneva, and Dancing Gillicronchy to the 
Hum of the Bag-pipe as Merry as Beggers. Then we pro- 
ceeded to the 1:/þ, whom we found were juſt going 
to Prayers, but were intercepted by a Suttler's Cart, 
which arriv'd in the Interim Loaded with Potatoes, 
and put the Chaplain, together with the whole Regi- 
ment, into ſach a Conſternation, that they baniſh'd 
the Thoughts of Supplication immediately. They 
beheld the Cart with Admiration: Hara, my Shoul, 
ſays ene, it be a declip of de Shun. No, ſays ano- 
ther, but it is a Contellaſhon. That's a Miftake, ſays a 
third, a bou it is what I have ſeen in my nown Country, 
for it is Potatoe, and de be very Sheap in my Country; 


Fader was a Farmer, be ſend me to de Market to 


Shell dem, where I Shold dem for noting, and not dat 


nider. 


Then proceeding to the Troopers, we ſaw them as 
buſie as Bees, ſome Cooking the Pots, others Clea- 
ving of Wood; ſome Drinking, ſome Smoaking, 


others Building of Barrucks for their Horſes, as if 


they intended, like the Iſraelites, to dwell in Camp 
Forty Years. 


Then we paſs'd by the Hauoverian Horſe, whom 


| we perceiv'd were much in the ſame Poſture : But 
| all of a ſudden I was ſomewhat ſtartled at the 
Sight of a Huſſar on Horſe-back ; I thought at firſt 


it had been a Centaure, but comming nearer to me, 
I found him to be a Man, and I thought he was go- 
ing to act the Part of Scarramouch. A little farther, 
in the Front of the Foot, I ſaw a poor Soldier 
Hang'd for Stealing a Pair of Old Shoes and a Lin- 
nen Frock from a Boor. 1755 


After 


8 — os 
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After we had paſs'd Eight or Ten Regiments 


more we ſaw a Partizan coming into Camp with a 
great Drove of Oxen and Sheep, with ſome Horſes, I 
aſked were he had them, and was anſwer*d, from 
the Country. Oh! ſays I, he will certainly be Hang*d. 
No, no, ſays my Friend, he has a Commiſſion for 


what he does. Has he ſo? ſaid I, then he may 


Thieve at his Pleaſure, #s_ 


So, to tell you the Truth, we made little Obſerva- 
tion till we came to the Head Quarters of the Hollan- 
ders, of which we ſhall endeavour to give. a ſhort 
Deſcription. FA | 


The firſt Street that we enter*d, my Friend told me 
was called Bnckey de Cook-Street, where there was 
ſuch a nautious Stink of Buckey and Oyly-Cooks, that 
thought my ſelf at leaſt in a Tallow-Chandler's Mel- 


ting-Houſe : It was averſe to my Engliſh Conſtitution, 


to ſtay there any longer; fo we moved to another 


Called Ram-Alley, where we were worſe plaug*d than 
before, for the Ladies-of-Pleaſure ſtood Clicking at 


their Tent Doors, like the Shoemakers in Turn- Stile, 
and, becauſe I was thought a Stranger, they Haul*d 
and Pall'd me as bad as the FWater-Men does a Coun- 
., try-Man, at the Temple Stairs. Muſick, ſuch as it 
was, I perceived was in every Tent, but ſo confus'd, 
that I thought it nothmg leſs than a Conſort of 
Jangling. The Dancing was not much unlike to 
it ; for how ſhould it be otherwiſe, for all the time 


I was in that Country, I never heard of a Dutch 


Dancing- Maſter, which encourag'd an Acquaintance 
of mine, a French Maitre de Dance, to try his For- 
tune at Amſterdam, but he was ſoon forced to quit 


to diſcharge his Lodging; and at his Return he ex- 
15 himſelf thus, Begar, de be de Divil; de no 


Ainuĩt 


{ * 


that Place, and leave his Fiddle with his Landlady 


ance de Mode; de Caper like de Cow; de conrſe-de 


| 


| 
1 
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te Amit come de Poland Bear; per Bleu me no like dew. 


But pardon this Digreſſion. 
We mov*d forward,ſtill reſolving to ſee all we confd, 
till we came to another Street, which was compos*d 


of Coffee-Terts, Gaming-Tents, and Tents for thoſe in 
Comuiiſſion to Carreſs their Miſtreſſes in: Then we 


with the Natural, 3 


Fiuding nothing more worthy of Obſervation 


here, we crofs*d to the Front Line again, and going 
into the Rear of General Vood's Regiment we were 


Merry 


burgh Line of Horſe, who were ng me 2 Re- 
or them wear 


. 9 


2 


Merry all Night. Next Day being a Re-view, the 
Engliſh Horſe, I obſerv'd, was Equip'd, in the Front 
. of their Bodies, with Martial-Dubblets, forg*d by 
|  Pulcan, the Hanovers, Lunenburgs, and Brandenburgs, 
all in great Order; at the Sight of which I began to 
Tremble, and thought a Battle muſt conſequently. 
enſue z and not being willing to Expoſe my Body to 
the Balls, or my Eyes to behold fo bloody an Ac- 
| tion, I very fairly mov'd my ſelf out of Danger, 
2 and, without taking Leave of my Friend, I tram- 
| poos'd to Ghent again, where I receiv'd a Letter at 
| _ ny Lodging, which gave me an Account that my 
| _ * God-Mother was Dead, and had made me Heir of 
5 | 2 ſhe was never poſſeſs'd of herſelf: So I left 
| Fighting Climate, and return'd back ſafe to 
my Native Country. OREN | | 


mes Dicks f es ſoon in Ni, 
Nu they ſeldom cure for Fighting : | Te 
Nd li meteltye, Men of Senſe 
ne Him bave pretence. 


— 
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ih / 


> JA Mn (ſay they) re not born to Fight, 25 
Some for the Field, and ſome to Write + 3 
Ihle, cauſe I bated Martial Men, 85 
i nd enbraced the Pon, 


2 


8 | 
n, the Pot, the Glaſs, my Friend, - 9 75 
Fc my ſelf; ſo there's an End. 
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